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PREFACE 


The  Authors  Explanation  to  the  British  Public. 


No  book  should  be  written  without  an  object.  The  writer  of 
this  book  has  one  object  (and  about  500  subjects).  The 
subjects  can  be  ascertained  by  reading  the  book.  His  object 
is  : — 

To  convert  Mr.  Gladstone  from  the  error  of  his 
ways ,  to  breathe  a  word  of  warning  to  Mr.  Parnell, 
and  ( incidentally )  to  gently  admonish  Lord  Salisbury 
and  Lord  Randolph  Churchill.  The  effect  of  the 
work  upon  the  two  former  may  be  gathered  from 
the  following  prophetic  lines : — 

When  Mr.  Gladstone  sees  it, 

He’ll  give  himself  in  charge  ; 

He’ll  feel  he  is  so  “  horrid  bad,” 

He  shouldn’t  be  at  large. 

When  Parnell  comes  across  it, 

Himself  he  will  detest ; 

He’ll  forthwith  go  and  buy  a  rope — 

And  you  can  guess  the  rest. 
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GLADPAR-STONELL-IANA. 


SCENE — The  Forest  of  (Hee  Haw)  Arden. 

(. Pronounce  this  word ,  kind  readers ,  il As  you  like  it”) 

Present — The  Grand  Old  Woodman  and  his  son  (Herbert). 
(. Forgive  me  !  Tennyson.) 

( They  are  seated  on  the  ground  imbibing  egg  and  sherry ,  one 
fro?n  a  “  Gladsto?ie  mug”  the  other  from  a  feeding  bottle.) 

*  •  *  •  '  '  *  *•  "  ’*  %  0  .  .j 

^Herbert,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Everything-by-Turns-and- 

Nothing-Right - ”  4 

“  Yes,  pa,”  said  Master  Herbert. 

“  I’ve  been  thinking  of  once  more  making  my  Will ;  but  it 
comes  expensive.  Lawyers,  my  son,  are  quite  unable  to  appre¬ 
ciate  the  necessary  evolutions  and  variations  of  the  mind  of  a 
genfus,  and  the  money  I  have  spent  over  wills  and  codicils, 
testamentary  appointments  and  revocations;  would  have  sufficed 
to  buy  Bulgaria,  're-settle  Ulster  on  Nationalist  principles,  and 
defray  the  cost  of  a  monument,  or,  say,  an  Evil  (Eiffel)  tower,  to 
the  memory  of  Mitchelstown.  Ah!  Herbert,  if,  when  I  am 
dead,  the  mystified  masses  desire  to  really  understand  the  inter- 
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resting  personality  that  has  departed,  call  in  Dr.  John  Dillon; 
and  Dr.  Barr  (they  would  be  so  certain  to  agree,  and,  if  they  did 
not,  they  could  request  Sir  Morell  Mackenzie  to  settle  their  pro  - 
fessional  differences — he  never  quarrels )  and  let  them  exercise 
their  anatomical  skill  upon  my  body.  They  will  find  engraven 
on  my  heart  the  words,  ‘Remember  Mitchelstown.’  Perhaps, 
if  they  probe  a  little  deeper,  they  may  find  ‘Vote  for  the  Grand 
Old  Man/  They  need  not  trouble  to  search  for  the  words 
‘Gordon,’  or  ‘Phoenix  Park,’  which  are  only  connected  with 
some  of  the  evanescent  occurrences  of  the  dim  and  distant  past- 

“  But  to  return  to  my  will ;  I  think,  on  reflection,  I  wont  make 
another — it  would  not  do — it  has  been  printed  once,  and  I 
bought  a  copy  myself  for  3d.  at  Smith’s  bookstall,  so  I  will 
dictate  to  you  a  letter  containing  my  last  wishes.” 

{The young  hopeful  settled  himself  near  the  stump  of  an  old  oak 
tree  and ,  producing  pocket-book  and  pencil ,  said  he  was  ready y 
and  his  fond  papa  dictated  to  him  as  follows): 

“  My  Dear  Herbert, 

“  Wills  are  a  mistake — they  generally  end  in  smoke, 
(their  tobaccos  are  no  mistake,  however — Try  their  ‘Three 
Castles.’  N.B. — No  charge  for  this  advertisement.)  If  I 
am  spared  to  return  to  office,  I  will  bring  in  a  Bill  to  abolish 
them ;  meanwhile,  I  will  not  revoke,  or  destroy,  my  present 
will  (it  is  written  on  the  inside  of  one  of  my  collars  and 
can  go  to  the  British  Museum),  neither  will  I  make  a  codicil 
thereto,  but  I  will  sign  these  instructions  for  the  alteration 
thereof  in  manner  hereinafter  appearing  and,  unless  (as  is 
probable,  for  the  human  mind  is  changeable  above  all  things 
and  desperately  volatile)  I  give  future  instructions  to  the  con¬ 
trary,  you  are  to  see  that  my  present  behests  are  carried  out. 

“You  are,  or  ought  to  be,  a  man  of  affairs — your  eldest  brother, 
William  Henry,  is,  I  grieve  to  say,  not  a  sufficiently  ardent  poli¬ 
tician.  It  is  my  earnest  prayer  that  he  will  find  the  salvation  of 
Home  Rule  ere  I  depart,  and  I  must  get  your  Brother  Stephen 
to  talk  to  him  seriously  "on  the  subject,  and,  speaking  of  Stephen, 
I  am  reminded  that  even  he  is  but  a  trembling  “  read^  I  taught 
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him  well,  but  still,  he  never  knows  his  *  lessons.’  I  have  to  say 
— I  should  say  read — them  for  him  almost  daily. 

“  You,  Herbert,  you  are  the  son  who  leads  (Leeds)  the  Glad¬ 
stone  Van  (Home  Rule),  and  on  you  I  impose  the  duty  (imposing 
duties ,  and,  in  fact,  wiposing  generally ,  is  my  strong  point)  of 
seeing  that  the  following  articles  &c.,  are  handed  over  to  the 
undermentioned  persons  and  institutions  when  I  am  no  more. 


LIST  ! 


(List!  oh  list  l  oht  Herbert ,  if  ever  thou  didst  thy  dear  father  iove,  be  sure 
* that  thou  dost  not  forget  the  list !) 


Item  ;  I  give,  or  present — 

A  Petition  to  establish  Home” 
Rule  by  Royal  Warrant 

The  clothes  I  wore  at 
Beaconsfield’s  funeral 


My  Manuscript  Work 


•  To  The  Queen, 

To  the  Liberal  Party,  as  an 
/  example  of  Christian  forgiveness. 

tjie  j  To  Sir  George  Trevelyan  (as 


Lord 


pleasures  of  Political  Vacillation 


an  encouragement,  though 
does  not  need  any.) 


he 


Lord  Chesterfield’s  Letters,  The  \ 

Letters  of  Junius,  and  an  Essay  >  To  C,  S.  Parnell, 
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on  Caligraphy 

A  Wheel  from  the  Home  Rule 
Van 

(For  weal  or  woe) 

6.  My  sainted  example  .  • 

7,  My  private  opinion  of  him.  (Not  to  | 

be  forwarded  until  my  estate  is  I 

distributed  —  Beware  of  libel  /To  Sir  WILLIAM  HARCOURT. 
actions. — Wills  are  not  news¬ 
papers) 


To  Mr.  Goschen. 

To  Lord  R.  Churchill, 


8. 


A  Post-card,  containing  a  few  \  To  H.  C  Rakes. 
words  of  remonstrance  j 


9.  .  Myedpejor  Egg  Flip  or  Balm  j  To  sir  Charles  Russell. 

,,  ,  ,  ...  .  )  To  Lord  Rosebery  (Power  to 

10.  My  last  axe  (not  income)  .  •  }  his  elbow.) 

11.  My  speech  on  the  Oaths’  Bill,  j  To  Bootiful  Northampton’s  Pride, 
(Memo :  This  may  be  revoked.) 
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Item  I  give,  or  present- 

12.  My  grand  old  Gamp  •  • 


13.  Group  of  Statuary  (Wild  Boer  \ 

sitting  on  the  British  Lion)  J 

14.  Manuscript  poem,  commencing,  ] 

“The  Asses  and  the  Brasseys,  I 
The  Masses  and  the  Basses,  > 
The  Casses  and  the  Classes,  | 
let  me  sing  ” 

15.  Box  of  Gladstone  Collars  .  • 

16.  Picture:  “The  Wreck  of  the) 

Empire”  1 

17.  A  Receipt  for  Rent  Paid  by  Mr.  ) 

John  Dillon  (very  rare)  j 


To  Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson.  No! 
(he’s  too  fond  of  water.)  To 
Sir  Horace  Davey,  as  a  conso¬ 
lation  for  his  many  electoral 
drenchings. 

To  The  British  Museum. 

To  The  Home  Secretary,  Mr. 
Conybeare,  Mr.  Cunningham 
Graham,  and  Lords  Brassey 
and  Burton,  in  trust  for  the 
Trafalgar  Square  Socialists. 

To  Prince  Albert  Victor. 

To  The  National  Gallery. 


To  The  Hawarden  Tenantry. 


18.  My  Irish  Mantle  (do  not  mention,  please  (pelisse,  police), 

A  worn-out  Ulster,  nor  a  turn  (ed)  coat,  these 

Are  given  unto  others,  and  so  then,  Sirs,  • 

I  give 

“United  Ireland”)  To  The  Spencers. 

(Earl  Spencer  and  Lord  Robert  Spencer,  as  tenants  on  “  (short)-common(s)  ”* 
and  not  as  “joint”  tenants. 


“Finished? ”  said  the  Grand  Old  Man. 

“  Yes,  pa,”  said  Herbert. 

“  Then  write,  4  signed,  Herbert  Gladstone, 

“  for  his  Pa.’  ” 

“  Oh  !  but,  pa,  you  said  you  were  going  to  sign  it — this  is  your 
letter.” 

“  Fm  not  going  to  sign  it,  it’s  too  tricky — ask  Parnell  if p  it 
isn’t,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Parliamentary  Hand. 

“  What  about  Campbell  ?  ”  said  Herbert. 

“  Herbert !  !  1  ”  shouted  his  parent,  and  the  pride  and  joy  of 
his  family  subsided.  o(0h,  no.  He  had  not  been  to  a  Music 
Hall.) 

Two  minutes  afterwards,  Mr.  Gladstone  said,  “  Herbert.”  * 

“Yes,  pa,”  said  the  hopeful,  meekly. 

“  I’ve  changed  my  mind.” 

“  Yes,  pa  ”  (evincing  no  astonishment). 


*  Potatoes. 
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“  ArrUt you  surprised ,  Herbert  ?  ” 

“  Well !  pa,  I  fancy  you’ve  changed  it  before.” 

“  Humph  !  ”  grunted  the  Grand  Old  Sulker.  “  Well,  I  shall 
adopt  ihe  third  course .  I  shall  not  make  a  will  and  I  shall  not 
write  a  letter,  but  I’ll  give  a  party — it  will  be  a  grand  adver¬ 
tisement  for  Home  Rule.  We  will  invite  all  the  world  and  his 
wife,  everybody  who  is  anybody  and  everybody  else  too,  except 
Lord  Brabourne.  I  shall  not  ask  him,  nor,  to  my  party,  will  I  ask 
Harty.  You  know,  Herbert,  there  is  an  exception  to  every  rule. 
So  I  shall  not  ask  either  Hartington  or  Brabourne — there’s  no 
l£na.tchhu\\-Lfugessen  (use  in)  asking  people  who  are  as  obstinate  as 
mules;  but  I  will  give  Chamberlain  one  more  chance. (though  the 
reprobate  does  not  deserve  it) ;  and,  on  second  thoughts,  I’ll  bid 
the  other  two  as  well.  This  is  no  infringement  of  the  rule  I  laid 
down  just  now :  for,  if  it  is  a  rule  that  there  is  an  exception  to 
every  rule,  it  necessarily  follows  that  there  must  be  an  exception 
to  that  rule.  Of  course  you  comprehend,”  said  the  Grand  Old 
Hair-Splitter. 

“  Ye-e-es,”  quavered  the  delight  of  Leeds;  “  but  it  does  seem 
rather  involved.” 

“Well !  revolved,  or  not  revolved — ” 

“I  said  ‘/evolved,’ pa,” said  Herbert. 

“  /  should  have  thought ,  Herbert,  that,  with  your  experience  of 
your  distinguished  progenitor,  you  would  have  known  better  than 
to  have  risked  the  fall  of  the  perfect  avalanche  of  words  (not  one 
of  which  you  would  understand)  with  which  I  could,  with  ease, 
overwhelm  you,  and  that  you  would  have  had,  though  still  (I 
speak  comparatively)  but  a  boy,  more  sense  than  to  have  contra¬ 
dicted  me  for  the  sake  of  a  wretched  syllable.  Anyhow,”  said 
the  old  man,  brusquely,  “you  can  tear  up  that  letter.  We  will 
hold  our  party  in  the  grounds  of  the  castle  here  and  the  people 
will  be  so  delighted  when  they  see  the  valuable  presents  I  am 
going  to  leave  them  that  they  will  be  more  likely  than  ever  to 
cry,  ‘  Perish  Ulster !  ’  (I  mean,  *  God  save  Ireland  !  ’).  And,  now 
I  come  to  think  of  it  (#s  it  is  always  desirable  to  make  a  profit  out 
of  one’s  enemy  when  one  is  in  the  way  with  him  and  as  the 
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Unionist  Party  will  be  largely  represented — Westminster  is  sure 
to  bring  a  tribe  from  Eaton  Hall — we  will  charge  a  nominal  fee 
of  3d.  for  admission  and  have  a  few  hundred  reserved  seats — 
stumps  of  trees  which  I  have,  to  the  great  disgust  of  your 
brother,  William  Henry,  cut  down — at  one  shilling,  and,  as  it  is 
also  desirable  to  get  as  much  work  out  of  one’s  enemies  as 
possible,  and  as  the  abilities  of  the  Unionists  are  so  very  common¬ 
place  that  when  they  open  their  mouths  they  are  sure  to  put 
their  feet  in  them, — the  only  way  they  have  of  making  both 
ends  meet — we  will  graciously  permit  the?n  to  do  a  good 
share  of  the  entertainment,  for,  of  course,  we  must  provide  food 
for  the  minds  of  the  assembled  guests — the  food  for  the  body 
can  be  obtained  at  the  adjoining  4  publics.’  At  the  conclusion 
of  the  entertainment,  and  as  an  encouragement  to  the  devotees 
of  that  sacred  cause  to  which  I  have  dedicated  my  declining 
years,  we  will  impart  our  wishes  as  to  the  disposal  of  our 
belongings  at  the  period  of  our  decease  to  the  assembled  multi¬ 
tude  and  we  will,  at  the  same  time,  give  away  such  trifling 
presents  as  we  think  advisable  to  those  upon  whom  they  are 
not  likely  to  be  wasted.  By  the  way,  I  shall  only  have  that 
speech  of  mine  bound  in  cloth  for  Bradlaugh.  I  am  not  at  all 
satisfied  with  the  independent  attitude  that,  during  the  last 
Session,  he  has  been  assuming  and  I  shall  reserve  it  for  further 
consideration  whether  I  shall  not,  at  some  future  date,  direct  my 
said  Oaths  Bill  Speech  to  be  handed  over  to  Dr.  Tanner  (who 
appreciates  oaths)  instead  of  to  him.  We  will  hold  the  party 
as  soon  as  I  get  back  from  Italy,  but,  during  my  absence,  you 
can  be  sending  out  the  invitations.  You  can  print  them  on 
post-cards  with  the  new  type-writer.” 

“  But  I — I — I  want  to  go  with  you,  pa,”  said  Herbert. 

“Well,  my  son,  you  cannot  expect  to  enjoy  the  privilege  of 
my  personal  society  much  longer,  so  I  agree.  But,”  said  the  old 
man,  reflectively,  “  anyhow  those  invitations  must  be  sent.  I’ll 
tell  you  what — you  just  write  to  Parnell  (I’ve  done  plenty  of 
hard  and  dirty  work  for  him  during  the  last  year  or  two — 
besides,  it  will  be  more  in  his  pocket  than  mine,  to  finish  up  with 
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if  the  party  succeeds ;  he  will  be  a  King,  whilst  I  shall  only  be 
Premier  once  again).  Get  him  to  send  out  the  invitations.  I 
believe  in  Reciprocity  sometimes .” 

“  But,  pa,  does  he  k?iow  all  his  letters  ?  It  would  be  awkward 
to  have  any  mistakes  in  the  spelling  of  the  invitations.’' 

“Well,  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  write  them  myself  before  I 
go,  after  all,  for  there  is  some  force  in  your  remark.  I  must 
draft  out  the  invitation  to-night,  for  we  are  off  to-morrow.” 

“  To-morrow  !  pa.  I  thought  you  were  not  going  till  next 
week.” 

“  Well,  well,  I  wasn’t,  but  I  have  made  other  arrangements# 
Let  us  go  in  to  lunch. 

(Exeunt.) 


SCENE — G.  O.  M's  Library ,  Hawarden  Castle* 

Time — Evening. 

Present — Grand  Old  Cornerman,  Banjo ,  Collar  and  all 
complete. 

He  sings  his  invitation  which  he  has  just  composed. 

Song  .  . . Mr.  Gladstone. 

Air — “Will  you  walk  into  my  parlour  said  the  spider  to  the  fly.” 

Pray  come  along  to  Hawarden,  says  the  Grand  Old  Man  so  fly, 
(Or  p’raps  I  should  say  spider)  to  convince  you  let  me  try 
Home  Rule’s  the  grandest  principle  since  first  the  earth  began 
And  to  vote  for  C.  S.  Parnell  and  his  friend,  the  Grand  Old  Man 

Pop  in  the  train  at  Euston  and  to  Chester  then  run  down, 

And  dont  make  speeches  on  *  the  way  (such  conduct  makes  me 
frown), 
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If  but  a  postcard  you  will  send  to  say  when  you’ll  arrive, 

The  Home  Rule  Van  shall  meet  you  and  the  Grand  Old  Whip 
will  drive 

My  friend,  Sir  Horace  Davey,  that  conveyance  smart  shall  draw, 

I  mean,  of  course,  the  Home  Rule  Van  (he’s  learned  in  the  law 
And  has  just  got  in  for  Stockton  by  a  very  narrow  squeak), 

And  Haldane  can  assist  him,  if  he  should  prove  too  weak. 

I’ve  got  a  cunning  little  web  of  words,  contrived  to  mix 
The  clearest  headed  Unionist  and  put  him  in  a  fix ; 

If  any  wavering  voters  at  my  party  I  espy, 

I  shall  catch  those  luckless  fishes  with  my  patent  Home  Rule 
Fly. 

If  you  will  not  come  to  see  me,  come  and  gaze  on  A.  J.  B., 

The  most  Bombastic  ruffian  I  ever  chanced  to  see ; 

Do  come  and  tip  your  coppers  up,  help  buy  the  spoon,  and  you 
Shall  see  my  friend,  Sir  William,  stir  up  the  Irish  stew. 

You  shall  see  (I  can  assure  you  the  sight  is  most  sublime) 

The  men  whose  footsteps  murder  dogged  and  who  were  steeped 
in  crime 

Up  to  the  lips — or  so  I  said — but  now  they’re  free  from  harm 
You  can  sit  down  close  beside  ’em  without  the  least  alarm. 

Our  fete  is  in  the  open,  for  Stephen  has  a  rule 
That  ne’er  a  wicked  Tory  shall  go  inside  his  school, 

But,  though  beneath  no  cover,  I  pray  you  dont  forget, 

You’ll  all  be  under  canvas(s)  so  you  cant  get  very  wet. 

( Enter  Herbert.) 

“Hallo!”  said  the  Grand  (Old)  Nationalist ) — “You  are  just 
in  time  to  copy  out  the  invitations.  On  reconsideration,  I  think 
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it  will  come  too  expensive  to  send  postcards  to  all.  Send  one 
to  the  Unionist  Cabinet  (care  of  the  Marquis  of  Salisbury),  one  to 
each  of  the  Members  of  my  late  Home  Rule  Cabinet  and  one  to 
Trevelyan  (we  must  treat  that  distinguished  Prodigal  with  special 
consideration)  and,  as  for  other  people,  forward  a  copy  of  the 
invitation  to  the  newspapers  (especially  “the  Star”  and  “United 
Ireland  ”)  and  direct  them  to  print  it  for  the  benefit  of  all  whom 
it  may  concern.” 

“  It  shall  be  done,  Pa,”  said  Herbert. 

Curtain. 


SCENE — Cabinet  Council ’  Downing  Street, 

Present — Conservative  Cabinet,  in  a  state  of  great  commotion 
with  reference  to  a  letter  received  by  Mr.  Goschen  from 
W.  S.  Caine — re  the  backward  swing  of  the  political  (Sir 
John)  Pender- lum  at  Govan. 

Goschen  reads — 

Remember,  too,  Southampton  and  the  Compensation  Clauses, 
And,  if  the  Beer  and  Bible  the  only  Tory  cause  is, 

Such  awkward  little  incidents  our  side  will  oft  attend, 

So,  prithee,  take  a  warning  from  thy  candid  Temp’rance  friend. 

“Oh!”  said  Salisbury,  “We’ve  won  Holborn,  we’ve  won 
Maidstone,  and  we’ve  won  Colchester.  Home  Rule  is  fairly 
played  out,  and  the  Gladstonians  are  so  absolutely  hard  up  for  a 
grievance  against  us  that  they  are  stumping  the  country  and 
distorting  a  harmless  little  pleasantry  of  mine  into  an  Insult  to 
India.  I  will  readily  admit  that  the  expression  I  used  was  a 
rather  unfortunate  one,  like  many  made  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  but  no  sane  person  can  suppose  that  an  English  Prime 
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Minister  would  be  so  mad  as  to  insult  the  inhabitants  of  our  great 
Indian  Empire  (besides,  after  all,  I  only  called  black  black, 
tho’,  no  doubt,  had  I  been  a  Gladstonian  politician,  I  should 
have  called  it  white).  To  shew  that  I  have  been  grossly  mis¬ 
represented,  I  intend  to  appear  at  Saint  James’  Hall  for  a  week, 
as  one  of  the  Moore  and  Burgess  Minstrels,  and  I  shall  sing 
the  following  explanation  to  the  tune  of  ‘  Ten  Little  Niggers.’  ” 

Lord  Salisbury’s  Explanation. 

Air . “  Ten  Little  Niggers.” 

One  little  nigger — India  was  his  home — 

Took  it  in  his  little  head  to  England  he  would  roam ; 

This  little  nigger — Naorodji  his  name — 

Thought  that  in  our  Parliament  he’d  win  a  lasting  fame. 

This  little  black  man — looked  o’er  London  town 
Till  he  saw  a  vacancy  and  to  it  he  went  down  ; 

Armed  with  a  little. speech  he  trotted  down  to  Holborn, 

And  got  two  eyes  of  lovely  black — as  sung  by  Mr.  Coborn. 

That  little  nigger,  on  the  ground  he  fell, 

Had  I  only  left  him  there  I’d  had  no  tale  to  tell 
But  the  Bye-election  (I  wish  ’twas  at  the  deuce) 

Ended  in  a  victory  for  the  persevering  Bruce. 

Though,  as  a  fact,  our  victory  was  complete, 

Compton  made  out  he’d  nearly  won  the  seat ; 

So,  to  explain  their  higher  votes,  alack  ! 

11  Compton’s  a  white  man — t’other  was  a  black.” 

Pity  a  diplomatist — done  so  very  brown — 

Making  but  a  little  slip — needless  ’tis  to  frown — 

If  you  dont  believe  him,  to  Piccadilly  go, 

You’ll  find  him  as  a  minstrel  in  the  Moore  and  Burgess  show. 
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“  Well,”  said  Randolph  (who  was  in  attendance,  thinking  he 
might  be  wanted  soon,)  “  dont  you  insult  the  Hindoos.  I  cant 
endure  that.  I’ve  been  Indian  Secretary  myself  and  I’ve  been 
to  India  (and  that’s  more  than  you  have). 

<c  Beware,  old  man — never  speak  in  a  hurry. 

You’ve  Irish  stew,  you’ll  soon  get  Indian  curry; 

So  don’t  expressions  use  so  very  loose, 

But  bear  in  mind  the  Parnellitish  juice. 

Where’s  India’s  Secretary?  he’s  no  great  loss, 

I’ll  fetch  him,”  Here  he  entered,  very  Cross ; 

Then  Lansdowne  wired,  “  I  say,  my  Tory  friend, 

Is  this  the  message  that  with  me  you  send 
To  the  great  Indian  Empire,  Britain’s  jewel  ? 

I  think  your  conduct  is  extremely  cruel.” 

( Enter  James  (not  Sir  Henry)  with  post-card  from  the  G.  O.  M.y 
with  invitation  to  his  party .  The  Prime  Minister  reads  it  to  the 
other  Members ). 

“I shall  go,”  broke  in  Lord  Randolph,  “  I  have  an  impression 
that  Mr.  Gladstone  can,  with  a  little  management,  be  converted 
to  my  views  of  the  Irish  question ;  moreover,  I  want  to  have  the 
benefit  of  his  opinion  upon  the  Budget  which  I  have  prepared  for 
use  when  I  next  occupy  the  post  of  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer.” 

“And  that  will  not  be  just  yet,  Randolph,”  said  Lord 
Salisbury;  “and,  I  may  remind  you,  that  the  invitation  I  have 
read  is  addressed  to  the  Conservative  Cabinet,  not  to  out¬ 
siders.  What  say  you,  gentlemen,  shall  we  accept?  No  doubt, 
Mr.  Gladstone  thinks  we  have  had  a  long  enough  innings ,  and 
now  desires  to  give  us  an  outing .” 

Here  Randolph  remarked  that  he  didn’t  care. — He  had  had 
one  party  himself  (though  it  was  “  only  a  very  little  one  ”),  and  he 
had  “  expectations  ”  of  another — the  Second  Party,  not  the 
Fourth  Party. 

Mr.  Stanhope  suggested  that  the  Royal  Commission  which 
was  considering  the  administration  of  the  Army  should  at  once 
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leave  their  duties,  and  should  be  appointed  to  enquire  into  and 
report  on  the  subject,  whilst  Lord  George  Hamilton  strenuously 
urged  that  the  Commission  sitting  on  him  and  hi&  Department 
was  eminently  qualified  for  such  a  task.  Eventually,  however, 
it  was  decided  by  a  majority  of  one,  that  the  invitation 
should  be  accepted,  and  a  telegram  was  (at  the  suggestion  of 
Lord  Halsbury)  sent  to  that  effect.  “  Least  said,  soonest 
mended  ”  said  the  ’cute  Lord  H.  The  meeting  then  broke  up, 
but  not  before  Lord  R.  Churchill  had  expressed  his  intention  of 
raising  the  question  of  the  cost  of  the  telegram  upon  the  Estimates 
and  stated  that  he  considered  a  post-card  should,  on  grounds  of 
economy  as  well  as  appropriateness,  have  been  sent  instead.  He 
said  he  would  prepare  one,  and,  the  next  morning,  he  sent  this  : 


Tune  .  .  .  “  Waiting,  waiting,  waiting.” 

They’re  coming,  coming,  coming, 

They’re  all  upon  the  job ; 

They  one  and  all  are  coming, 

Randolph  C., 
for  * 

Hatfield  Bob. 

Lord  Salisbury,  walking  away  from  the  meeting  with  Mr. 
Balfour,  said  “  On  reflection,  I’m  really  sorry  I  made  that  remark 
about  Naoroji  and  I  certainly  meant  no  insult  to  India — I  must 
take  a  hint  from  the  Grand  Old  Explainer  and  explain  the 
expression  away  at  his  party.” 

“  That’s  right,  uncle,”  said  the  Irish  Secretary,  “  and,  if  that 
dont  shut  him  up,  I’ll  loose  Wyndham  at  him  if  you  like.” 
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SCENE. — Grand  Old  Man's  Library ,  Hawarden  Castle. 

The  G.  O.  Man  returns  from  Italy  the  day  before  the  party,  and 
is  waiting,  ready  to  receive  the  members  of  the  late  Home 
Rule  Cabinet,  who  have  been  specially  invited  to  come  in 
advance,  for  the  purpose  of  receiving  instructions  concerning  their 
duties  as  Stewards,  together  with  hints  from  the  Grand  Old 
Parliamentary  Hand  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel  of  Home 
Rule. 

The  Grand  Old  Minstrel  recites  his  Last  “Lay.” 

Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead, 

Who  ne’er  to  voters  strange  has  said 
“  This  really  is  my  native  land.” 

Whose  heart  hath  never  seemed  to  burn 
To  serve  some  ’lectioneering  turn, 

Whilst  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand — 

If  there  be  such,  it  is  not  me, 

A  Cosmopolitan  is  G. 

For  when  in  Caledonia  wild, 

I  say  I’m  Scotch,  and  they’ll  beguiled, 

Of  course,  I  tell  them  different  tales 
When  catching  “gallant  little  W(h)ales,: ’ 

If  it  will  catch  a  vote  I  can 
Swear  that  I’m  from  the  Isle  of  Man  ; 

Or,  just  to  capture  Jersey’s  smiles, 

I’ll  say  I’m  from  the  Channel  Isles  ; 

And  if  ’twill  bring  Home  Rule  in  sight, 

I’ll  state  I’m  from  the  Isle  of  Wight. 

But  Ireland  ’twas  which  gave  me  birth, 

The  (Donnybrook)  fairest  counthry  upon  earth. 

N.B.  In  England,  I  was  really  born, 

But  her  poor  claims  I  treat  \vith  scorn- 

« 

Having  concluded,  the  Grand  Old  Nightingale  proceeded  to 
warble, 
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“  Home  !  Home  !  Sweet  Home  ! 

Wherever  you  wander  just  swear  that’s  your  home.” 

Here,  carriages  are  heard  approaching,  and  the  Grand  Old 
Universalist  makes  for  the  hall  door  and  welcomes  his  more-or- 
less  trusty  henchmen  as  they  enter.  He  addresses  a  few  kindly 
words  of  welcome  to  each.  Here  are  a  few  examples — 

% 

To  Mr.  C.  S.  Parnell. 

All  hail  !  Parnell !  (my  friends,  pray  cease  your  laughter) 
Thou’rt  ?/«-crowned  now.  I'll  make  thee  King  hereafter. 

To  Mr.  John  Morley. 

Thrice  welcome  !  Prince  of  Pressmen.  Very  poorly 
Would  Gladstone  fare,  if ’twas  not  for  John  Morley, 

Who  Tyneside  “  Geordies  ”  stuffs  ’bout  Home  Rule  glories, 
And  with  his  Daily  News  (noose)  strings  up  the  Tories. 

To  Lord  Granville  and  Mr.  Labouchere. 

Ah  !  Here  they  come — The  hammer  and  the  anvil — 

I  should  say — Here  are  Labouchere  and  Granville  ; 

If,  from  those  names,  of  rhymes  you  want  a  pair, 

Reverse  the  order — Granville-Labouchere. 

To  Mr.  Jas.  Stans feld. 

Stansfeld,  step  forth  !  Chairman  of  Board  called  Local, 

Thy  vet ’ran  aid  will,  sure,  impress  the  Yokel — 

The  C.D.  (seedy)  agitation  now  being  over, 

The  choice  of  Halifax  should  be  in  clover. 

To  Lord  Rosebery. 

Ah  !  here  thou  com’st.  My  bonnie  Rosebery 
Midlothian  kens  how  dear  I  am  to  thee ;  „ 

Thou  lov’st  not  Beaky’s  League.  What’s  in  a  name  ? 
Primrose  thou  art,  but  art  not — so  remain. 
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To  Mr.  Childers. 

Ah !  who  comes  here,  with  the  “  light-gold  ”  -en  hair? 

Or  is  it  silvery  ?  ’Pon  my  word,  I  swear, 

The  thought  of  “  Good  Old  Times”  my  sense  bewilders. 
Eheu  /  Fugaces !  This  must  be  Hugh  Childers. 

To  Sir  George  Trevelyan. 

Enter  !  Macaulay’s  Nephew  !  do  not  frown 

If  I  remind  you  that  you  were  done  (A.L.)  “Brown  ” 

At  Hawick  Burghs.  Now,  you’ve  found  salvation, 

And  Bridgeton  alters  quite  the  situation. 

To  Lord  Ripon. 

Here  comes  the  man  who  nobly  served  his  sovereign* 
In  India,  until  Gladstone  put  a  Duffer-in. 

To  Sir  William  Harcourt. 

Welcome  !  thou  Scion  of  Plantagenet’s  race; 

Thou  sharer  of  the  G.O.M.’s  disgrace  ! 

Planta  Genista,  thou  the  Broom  dost  wear, 

Sweep  thou  the  country  and  leave  Tories  bare. 

To  Lord  Herschell. 

One  Herschel  discovered  a  planet, 

I  fancy  Uranus  ’twas  named  ; 

The  other,  for  finding  a  Table 
As  Round  as  that  planet,  is  famed. 


*  Pronounce  “ sufferin’’  (as  Her  Majesty  no  doubt  was,  all  the  time 
Ripon  was  in  India). 
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SCENE — The  Library ,  Hawarden  Castle. 

Time — The  Evening  before  the  Party. 

Conference  of  the  G.O.M.  and  the  “  Stewards  of  the  ‘  Gladstonian  r 

Mysteries 

Present — The  Grand  Old  Man  and  the  Leaders  of  his 

Party. 

“My  friends,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Infallible,  “I  have  called 
you  together  for  a  most  important  purpose,  and,  as  you  know, 
that  purpose  has  brought  me  back  from  Italy  much  earlier  than 
I  should  otherwise  have  come.  Ah  !  Italy.  What  a  lovely 
country,  gentlemen !  Were  I  younger  I  should  be  almost 
tempted  to  become  a  Candidate  for  the  Pontiff’s  chair  at  the 
next  vacancy.  The  role  of  Pope  would  suit  me  to  perfection. 
I  had  the  loan  of  a  £  Special  Observation  Car  ’  from  the  Railway 
Company.  It  is  a  car  so  constructed  as  to  enable  the  occupants 
to  see  much  farther  and  more  advantageously  than  they  would 
otherwise  be  able  to  do.  I  thoroughly  appreciated  their  kindness 
and  availed  myself  of  it  to  the  utmost.  I  even  endeavoured  to 
see  whether  the  Adoption  of  Home  Rule  by  our  country  was  in 
sight, — but,  notwithstanding  a  long  and  earnest  gaze,  I  found 
myself  unable  to  see  in  the  dim  and  distant  future,  the  Promised 
Land  (not  of  the  Leal — oh  !  dear  no — the  idea  shocks  me,  nor 
of  ex-Rome  Rule) — but  of  Irish  Home  Rule,  and  I  am  beginning 
to  fear — this  is  strictly  entre  nous — that  I  shall  die  a  second-rate 
Nineteenth  Century  Moses  after  all.*  And,  speaking  of  those 
‘  Special  Observation  ’  Cars,  I  must  really  get  my  friend,  Sir 
Edward  Watkins — the  Hon.  Member  for  the  Channel  Tunnel — 
to  provide  me  with  some  such  railway  carriage  in  England,  so 
that  from  it  I  can  address  my  *  special  observations  ’  to  the  unwary 
travellers  I  meet  at  the  various  stations  en  route  when  I  am 

*  An  appropriate  name — for,  if  Mr.  G.  does  not  break  the  Tables  of  the  Law 
himself,  he  encourages  other  people  to  do  so. 
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travelling  in  this  country.  He’ll  do  anything  for  me  (and  the 
Tunnel)  since  I  broke  up  the  1  Kent  Eighteen  ’  by  swapping  my 
Tunnel  vote  against  his  Home  Rule  vote.  But,  to  return  to  this 
party.” — 

“  You’ve  never  mentioned  the  subject  yet,”  said  Lord  Spencer. 

“  Well,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Discurser,  “  It  is  to  be  a  sort  of 
Omnium  Gatherum — an  Olla  Podrida — a  Hodge  Podge — of  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  men,  and,  when  they  are  assembled,  we 
will  hold  the  proposed  entertainment.” 

“  Have  you  settled  the  programme  ?”  asked  Granville. 

“Yes,”  said  the  G.O.M.,  “or,  at  least,  I  had,  it  was  printed 
and  ready  for  sale,  but  I  changed  my  mind  and  have  just 
-destroyed  all  the  copies. 

“  The  profits  arising  out  of  the  entertainment  will  be  enormous 
— all  the  tickets  are  sold — we  can  bribe  the  Constituencies  with 
the  proceeds — and,”  continued  the  G.  O.  M.  (bursting  into 
-song) 


Air—“  The  Shan  Van  Voght.” 

“  And  Ireland  shall  be  free, 

I’ll  buy  her  liberty, 

And  I’ll  pay  Charles  Russell’s  fee, 

Says  the  Grand  Old  Man.” 

The  old  man  started,  something  touched  his  brain— 

“  Hello  ”  said  Morley,  “  now  he’s  off  again.” 

(G.  O.  M.  He  sees  a  vision —  he  imagines  he  is  on  the  good 
•ship  “  Erin  ” — Gladstone,  Master — Sails  :  mainsail,  “  United 
Ireland  ” ;  foresail,  “  Daily  News  ”  ;  spanker  (it  tells  plenty)  “  Pall 
Mall  Gazette”;  Lights,  “The  Star.”) 

G,  O.  M.  speaks — 

Lower  the  mainsail  !  there  is  too  much  wind — 

William  O’Brien,. prithee  bear  in  mind — 
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Take  in  “  United  Ireland’s  ”  latest  blunder, 

That  canvas(s)  will  not  catch  us  votes,  by  thunder, 

(He  mentally  meandereth  on  to  the  stage.) 

A  horse  !  a  horse  !  I  want  another  hobby, 

( Enter  Sheehy) 

Here,  Sheehy  comes,  the  hero  of  the  lobby ; 

For  hours  concerning  nothing  oft  1  rave, 

And  so  I  shall  continue  to  my  grave. 

But  here  is  one  who — re  a  scrap  of  paper, 

Rouses  the  furies  for  a  policeman’s  caper. 

Greater  than  Gladstone  !  thou  io  yards  dost  walk, 

And  thus  ’ bout  nothing  mak’st  600  talk , 

Wasting  for  days  the  time  of  a  great  nation, 

Causing  poor  Sullivan  much  perturbation. 

The  “  lamentations  ”  of  poor  “Jeremiah” 

Might  well  have  damped  the  fiercest  patriot’s  ire, 

To  copy  thy  example  I’ll  endeavour 
I  surely,  surely,  must  be  far  more  clever. 

(Said  Granville ,  piping,  aside  to  Kimberley) — 

This  grand  old  ail(ale)ment  long  enough’s  been  brewin’  (bruin) 
1  scarce  can  bear  (beer)  the  thought,  the  grand  old  ruin  ! 

But  what  said  Palmerston,  that  bold  old  bluffer, 

(Compared  with  him,  e’en  Rosebery’s  but  a  duffer), 

Speaking  of  William,  think  !  how  very  sad  ! 

That  he’d  his  country  ruin  and  die  7?iad. 

“  Well” — replied  Kimberley — “the  only  thing  to  be  done  is  to 
get  him  quietly  to  bed,  in  the  hope  that  he  will  be,  at  all  events, 
presentable  to-morrow  when  all  the  people  turn  up.  As  to  the 
programme,  it  must  take  its  chance.  With  so  many  people 
present,  there  will  be  no  lack  of  amusement.” 

“  I  think  you’re  right,”  said  Granville. 

They  persuade  the  G.  O.  M.  to  simmer  down. 

Curtain  (Bed  Curtain). 
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Time — The  Day  o  the  Party. 

SCENE. —  The  Grounds  of  Hawarden  Castle. 

Present — The  G.  O.  M.  in  the  Chair  and  Omnes. 

Opening  Speech  of  Mr.  Gladstone. 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen — I  am  over-joyed  to  find  such 
an  important  assembly — It  had  been  my  intention  to  have 
delighted  your  ears  with  an  elaborate  dissertation  upon  things  in 
general,  and  to  have  entered  into  an  analytical  enquiry  into  the 
cause  of  the  General  Cussedness  and  Cantankerosity  of  things 
from  pre-historic  times  until  the  present  year  of  Grace,  or  rather 
Disgrace.  But  here — on  my  domestic  hearth-stone — in  the 
presence  of  my  own  tenantry — on  the  very  thresholds  of  the  men 
whese  moneys  make  up  the  rent-roll  of  my  estates — in  this  place, 
I  say,  I  cannot,  I  dare  not,  much  as  I  desire  to  do  so,  permit  to 
flow  the  floods  of  eloquence  which  would  be  quite  appropriate  in 
the  senate  of  the  nation  or  on  the  Great  Public  Platforms  of  the 
important  Cities  of  the  Empire,  where  I  am  in  a  position  of 
“  greater  freedom  and  less  responsibility.”  I  am  reminded  that 
the  “  hare-brained  chatter  of  irresponsible  frivolity  ”  will  be  most 
inappropriate  on  this  occasion,  and  my  countrymen  do  not  need 
to  be  reminded  that  I  am — at  intermittent  periods — a  man  of 
adamantine  resolution — I  am  nothing  if  not  resolute — I  have  had 
as  many  as  Six  Resolutions  in  one  night — but  why  refer  to  that  ? 
The  “Unmentionable  Balfour”  (I  trow ,  sirs,  William  O’Brien 
will  appreciate  the  title)  has  quite  eclipsed  the  Bulgarian 
atrocities  of  the  “  Unspeakable  Turk.”  I  will  content  myself  by 
remarking  that  I  have,  before  you  depart  this  evening,  to  make  a 
statement,  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  will  be  a  source  of  great  satis¬ 
faction  to  many  of  you.  We  will  now  proceed  with  the  enter¬ 
tainment  which  has  been  provided  for  your  delectation.  It  had 
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been  our  intention  to  have  furnished  you  with  a  printed  and 
definitive  programme,  but,  owing  to  differences  of  opinion  between 
certain  of  the  Stewards  and  myself,  the  difficulties  in  the  way  of 
the  adoption  of  that  course  have  proved  to  be  insuperable,  and 
you  will  therefore  have  to  be  contented  with  a  more  or  less 
desultory  and  empirical  succession  of  songs  and  recitations.  I 
will,  now,  at  once  open  the  ball  by  calling  upon  the  Stewards 
(my  late  Cabinet)  to  sing  the 

“  Opening  Chorus .” 

(  The  Stewards’  Chorus  in  Praise  of 
The  Grand  Old  Manipulator , 

By  the  Late  Gladstonian  Cabinet. 

For  he’s  a  jolly  good  feller 
Of  trees — a  regular  seller 
Of  men — a  wonderful  teller 
Of  tales  hell  p’raps  deny; 

But  he  never  tells  a  lie, 

Tho,’  near  it  certain/^  \ 

He’ll  make  an  explanation 
Unto  the  wondering  nation, 

But  give  no  information, 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

This  being  warmly  applauded,  the  Stewards  responded  by 
singing  a  chorus  from  “  Not  Wanted.” 

N.O.T.  NOT  WANTED. 

You  can  understand — Home  Rule  is  not  wanted 
By  this  Happy  Land. 

Bad  old  cards  aren  t  wanted — voters  understand, 

Grand  Old  Sharpers  sometimes  have  a  Bad  Old  Hand. 

The  President  then  said  :  “  I  am  sure,  we  are  much  indebted 

4 

to  the  Stewards  for  their  lively  opening,  and  I  will  now  ask  a 
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gentleman,  who  is  nothing  if  not  vivacious,  and  of  whom  I  have 
great  hopes,  to  further  enliven  us  by  a  spirited  Hibernian  song. 
I  call  upon  the  hon.  member  for  the  Fourth  Party.” 

(. Forward  came  Lord  Randy.) 

I’ll  sing  said  he — the  tune  is  three  years  late, 

You  can’t  have  everything  “  forced  (Faust* *)  up  to  date — 

“  Ballyhooly.” 


Song . Lord  R.  Churchill. 


Air — “  Ballyhooly.” 

There’s  a  most  erratic  boy 
Who  his  friends  does  much  annoy, 

His  name  you  may  have  guessed — of  course  it’s  Randy; 
He’s  up  to  every  move,  and  with  age  he  dont  improve, 
But  words  with  friend,  or  foe,  will  ever  bandy. 

One  day  the  Tories  swear  that  he’s  ev’rything  that’s  fair, 
But  the  next — indeed  you’ll  find  I’m  speaking  truly — 

An  awful  tiff  he’s  in — re  the  soldiers  at  Su(c)kin, 

And  the  adjournment  moves  in  manner  most  unruly. 

Chorus — 

At  friend  or  foe,  he’s  ready  to  let  go, 

Abilities  so  versatile  must  charm  ye  ; 

For  if  he’s  off  the  save — why,  he’s  surely  on  the  rave — 
And  he  leads  the  Tory  Democratic  Army. 


*  Peace,  shade  of  Goethe  !  Patience  don’t  exhaust, 
To  work  my  pun  in,  I  must  call  it  “  Faust ;  ” 

*  And  wherefore  not?  We  don’t  pronounce  exhoused 
So  thy  production — I  will  not  call  Foxvsed . 
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Sir  Stafford  (rest  his  soul)  ne’er  could  keep  him  in  control, 
For  **  Gladstone’s  flea  ”  required  a  larger  radius ; 

When  leader  he  became,  of  course  ’twas  just  the  same, 

He  found  his  fiscal  duties  far  too  t(e)adious. 

On  economy's  shrine — (now  do  excuse  the  line) — 

Was  immolated  (pray  keep  up  your  pecker) ; 

The  happiest  despatch  !  (I  hope  the  rhyme  you  catch), 

This  model  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

No  budget  e’er  he  made,  he  the  Unionists  betrayed, 

His  Lib’ral  friends  he  once  described  as  crutches  ; 

A  party  once  he  had,  but  it’s  long  gone  to  the  bad, 

And  now  he  has  another  in  his  clutches. 

First,  Jennings  of  Stockpo(r)t,  who  gives  it  Halsbury  hot, 
Then  Hanbury,  who  treats  Balfour  very  cru(e)lly ; 

And  just  to  make  the  four — throw  in  his  brother-in-law, 

And  his  party  they’ll  be  cursin’ (Curzon,  please*)  most  unduly. 

“  Come,  Mr.  Arnold  Morley — let  us  have  a  song  from  you  ” — 
said  Beaconsfield-plus-Gladstone  the  Second — and  the  Liberal 
Whip  sang  a  composition  descriptive  of  the  present  Gladstonian 
Party,  and,  more  particularly,  of  their  leader.  Mr.  Morley 
prefaced  his  $ong  by  remarking  that  it  had  been  originally  called 
“  The  Grand  Old  Coster,”  and  was  supposed  to  have  been  written 
by  “  His  Moke.” 

Song  .  .  .  “  Mr.  Gladstone  and  the  Gladstonian  Party.” 

Mr.  Arnold  Morley. 

Air — “  He’s  all  right  when  you  know  him.” 

Bill  Gladstone  has  a  party  like  you  don’t  meet  ev’ry  day, 

Tho’  they’ve  not  got  Bright  and  Harty,  free  and  easy  is  their  way 
That  is,  with  other  people’s  cash,  and  much  they  are  to  blame, 
For  backing  up  the  Parnellites  and  joining  in  their  game. 


Note. — How(e)  can  the  writer  expect  to  be  forgiven. 
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Chorus — 

They’re  all  right  when  you  know  ’em,  but  they’re  wery  easy  wexed,. 
One  day  they  quods  the  Parnellites,  and  dines  with  ’em  the  next  mT 
They  never  use  strong  language,  and  they  wept  when  Tanner 
cussed, 

They’re  all  right  when  you  know  ’em,  but  you’ve  got  to  know  ’em 
fust. 


He’s  seed  a  lot  of  life  ’as  Bill,  and  now  he’s  past  his  prime, 

He  ’as  a  lot  of  trouble,  for  his  footstep’s  dogged  by  crime ; 

He’ll  quickly  round  upon  a  pal — whene’er  it  suits  ’is  book, 

Just  mention  Gordon  to  him,  and  he’ll  sling  ’is  bloomin’  hook. 

And  then  you  know  ’e  calls  ’isself  Old  Parliamentary  Hand, 

He  played  with  Lowe  and  Ayrton  in  that  play  “The  ’Appy 
Land ” ; 

If  there’s  a  public  robbery — you  need’nt  douse  the  glim, 

But  chuck  the  light  upon  the  job — you’ll  find  the  robber’s  ’im. 

One  day  this  Grand  Old  Sportsman  went  out  shootin’ — it  was 
fun, 

He  said  he’d  “stalk”  that  deer  Balfour  with  Colonel  Dopping’s 
gun; 

But  Bill,  ’e  some  ’ow  muffed  it,  and  accordin’ /y  instead 
Of  doin’  ’arm  to  Balfour — ’e  much  injured  ’is  own  ’ed. 

Spoken — 

O’  course,  Bill  warnt  agoin’  to  polergise — why  should  ’e  ?  The 
owner  of  the  gun  should  a  dun  that.  And,  besides,  Bill  never 
does  ax  pardon.  It’s  the  one  fixed  principle  of  Bill’s  life  never  to 
’polergise  (bar  “  ’ands  off,  Ostria  ”).  He’s  been  off  ’is  chump  a  bit 
ever  since  that  gun  accident.  If  you  ax  ’im  the  perticklers,  ’e’ll 
say — 
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Chorus — 

It’s  all  right  when  you  know  ’em,  but  you’d  better  know  a  bit 
About  a  feller’s  failin’s  sure  afore  you  at  ’im  ’it ; 

For  if  yer  dont  you’re  sure  to  find,  and  much  to  your  disgust, 
When  things  proceed  unto  a  writ,  that  you  come  out  the  wust. 


Now  Bill  a  rum  old  Bargus  is,  and  this  is  wot  I  say, 

As  he  is  wuss  than  any  ’oss — they  alius  will  say  “  neigh  ” ; 

But  catch  Bill  sayin’  “yes  ”  or  “  no  ” — not  ’im,  but  ’e’ll  explain, 
And  spin  yer  yarns  as  long  as  any  Parlimentry  train. 

I  likes  to  ’ear  ’im  ’quivercate,  when  fairly  on  the  job, 

For  “thievin’  ”  ’e  calls  “justice  ”  when  ’e’s  talkin’  to  the  mob. 

“  Boycott  ”  means  “deal  exclusively  ” — on  this,  Bill  ’as  enlarged, 
“  Murder’s  a  vent  for  patriotic  feeling  over-charged.” 

Now  once  (Bill  was  in  offis)  and  a  chap  ’e  tried  to  get 
From  Bill  some  information — which  ’e  didnt,  you  can  bet — 

And  when  that  chap  found  out  Bill  knew — by  gum  !  but  ’e  was 
riled, 

But,  bless  yer  !  Bill,  V  did’nt  care — ’e  only  gently  smiled. 

And  then  this  cove,  ’e  ups  and  says  as  Bill  prevaricates, 

And  that  a  chap  as  can’t  speak  truth,  is  one  ’e  downright  hates ; 
So,  Bill,  puts  on  a  knowin’  leer  as  on  ’is  pins  ’e  rose, 

And  pointed  out  the  difference  twixt  “  conceal  ”  and  “  not  disclose .” 

Chorus — 

He’s  all  right  when  you  ’ ave  ’im,  but  you’ve  got  to  ’old  ’im  tight, 
He’ll  turn  and  squirm  and  wriggle,  slip  and  slide  with  all  ’is  might ; 
So  if  ’e  axes  for  yer  votes,  don’t  take  ’im  upon  trust, 

Or,  though  you  think  you  ’av  ’im,  why,  you’ll  find  ’e  ’ as  you  fust. 


“  Bravo  !  pile  it  up  !  ”  shouted  the  audience  ;  “  Now,  give  us  a 
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few  verses  about  the  party  ;  ”  but  the  Chairman  peremptorily 
forbade  any  more,  and  called  for 

A  Recitation  by  Sir  Geo.  Trevelyan, 

who,  looking  very  dejected,  said,  “  I  have  learnt  another  lesson 
from  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  I  will  recite,  just  to  show  you  what  ( h)is 
word's  worth, ,  a  new  version  of 

“We  are  Seven 

Called  the  Grand  Old  Salvationist  ( Home  Rule)  and  his  War 

Cries. 

A  Grand  Old  Cade 

At  eighty,  drawing  breath, 

Who  gratifies  his  every  whim, 

Pray,  how  does  he  keep  faith  ? 
or 

The  Grand  Old  Man 

Who  lightly  says  his  says, 

And  gratifies  his  every  whim, 

How  will  he  end  his  days  ? 

I  came  across  the  Grand  Old  Man — 

He  was  seventy-nine  he  said — 

He  wore  a  collar  and  a  flower, 

A  white  hat  on  his  head. 

He  had  a  keen,  wood-cutting  air, 

His  name  began  with  Glad ; 

At  first  he  spoke  me  very  fair, 

But  left  me  nearly  mad. 

“  War  Cries  and  Passwords,  dear  Old  Pal ! 

How  many  have  you  got  ?  ” 

“I’ve  seven,”  he  answered — “I  had  more, 

But  some  are  gone  to  pot.” 
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“  And  what  are  they  ?  I  pray  you  tell 
Those  War  Cries  unto  me  ?  ” 

“  The  First replied  the  G.O.M., 

“  Is,  ‘  Let  all  Schools  be  Free  !  ’ 

“  The  Second ,  Tis  a  clipper  sure, — 

’Twas  Chamberlain’s  I  vow, 

It  must  climb  o’er  the  Yokel — ’tis 
‘  Three  Acres  and  a  Cow  !  ’ 

“  The  Third  one  is — well — fairly  good, 
So  of  it  make  a  note  ; 

I  cribbed  it  from  America, 

It’s  name,  ‘  One  Man,  One  Vote.* 

“  The  Fourth  you  cannot  fail  to  like — 

It  hits  the  Dukes  so  hard — 

I  call  it  ‘  Tax  all  Ground  Rents  ’ ;  I 
Shall  never  it  discard. 

“  The  Fifth — It’s  ever  in  my  mind 
And  always  makes  me  frown  ; 

My  blood  it  curdles  when  I  say, 
‘Remember  Mitchelstown.’ 

“  The  Sixth  I  think  is  sure  to  please 
The  Church  it  helps  to  rob  ; 

’Tis  ‘  Disestablishment  for  Wales,’ 

We’ll  soon  be  on  that  job. 

“  The  Seventh  is  my  Home  Rule  scheme, 
So  grand  and  pure,  and  free,” 

But  here  I  stopped  the  G.O.M., 

And  said,  “  Come,  Mr.  G. 

“  That  scheme  is  dead — that  it  is  dead 
You’ve  your  assurance  given, 
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And  on  the  faith  of  what  you  said 
I’ve  pledged  my  chance  of  heaven. 

“  The  Irish  Members  they  must  stay 
As  now  at  Westminster; 

And  Ulster  should  be  left  alone, 

’Twas  thus  you  did  aver. 

“  If  you  insist  upon  that  Scheme, 

You’ll  put  me  in  a  fix ; 

You’d  better  say  that  it's  withdrawn , 

Then  you’ll  have  only  six. 

“  For  it  is  dead — It  must  be  dead, 

With  it  your  ‘  cries  1  don’t  leaven  ;  ” 

’Twas  throwing  words  away,  for  still 

The  Grand  Old  Cade  would  have  his  will, 

And  said,  “  Nay,  They  are  Seven." 


Having  concluded,  Sir  Geo.  Trevelyan  requested  his  revered 
leader  to  call  upon  Mr.  Tim  Harrington,  who  said  he  had  consi¬ 
derable  hesitation  in  ministering  to  the  enjoyment  of  a  company 
which  included  Lord  Spencer,  Sir  Geo.  Trevelyan  and  Mr.  A. 
J.  Balfour,  as,  at  the  hands  of  the  two  former,  he  had  been 
subjected  to  great  hardships  and  indignities,  and  some  of  his 
friends  had  been  similarly  treated  by  the  latter. 

“Many  a  time  and  oft  ”  said  he, 

“  As  I  lay  on  my  wooden  bed, 

Some  little  thoughts  came  in  my  head — 

I  thought  of  one,  I  thought  of  two, 

And  lastly,  Spencer,  thought  of  you.” 

However,  upon  the  understanding  that  Mr.  Balfour  would  give 
the  next  song  Mr.  Harrington  consented  to  oblige. 
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Song . Mr.  Tim  Harrington. 

Air — “  The  Harp  that  once  thro’  Tara's  Halls.” 

The  “  Sentinel  ”  that  once  kept  watch 
O’er  Kerry’s  Land  League  Crew, 

At  last,  you  see,  has  met  his  match — * 

He’s  other  work  to  do. 

Five  hundred  “  quid  ”  is  worse  than  “  quod  ” 

The  Judges  seem  to  think. 

If  Harringto(w)n  don’t  plank  it  down 
His  paper  p’raps  may  sink. 

“Now  Mr.  Balfour”  and  the  Premier’s  nephew,  always  cool 
and  ready,  sang  a  song  from  the  Gilbert  &  Sullivan  repertoire. 

Song . .  A.  J.  Balfour. 

Air — Policeman’s  Song,  “Pirates  of  Penzance.” 

When  Balfour  is  engaged  in  his  employment 
Of  giving  his  advice  to  Londonderry, 

They  say  he  finds  his  principal  enjoyment 
In  jugging  Irish  Patriots,  and  makes  merry 
When  he  hears  of  buckshot,  bayonets  and  batons, 

And  they  add  that  he’d  evict  each  mother’s  son, 

Making  out  that  on  his  cruelty  he  fattens, 

But  I  know  his  lot  is  not  a  happy  one. 

When  Mr.  Balfour  had  concluded,  Mr.  Sexton  said  “  What 
hypocrisy;  you  glory  in  torturing  O’Brien,”  and  then,  turning 
to  the  audience  he  said, 

“  If  Balfour’s  going  on  like  this, 

There  soon  will  be  a  war; 

He  bares  ‘  United  Ireland  5  and 
Himself  he  wears  the  £  Star.’  ” 
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The  G.  O.  Irishman  then  said,  “  I  will  call  upon  the  Bard  of 
Erin,  Dublin’s  Ex-Lord-Mayor,  Mr.  T.  D.  Sullivan,  to  sing 
his  heart-rending  poem  concerning  the  sufferings  of  our  dear 
brother,  Wm.  O’Brien.” 

Here  Mr.  T.  D.  Sullivan  came  forward  and  said,  (referring  to 
his  song), 

’Twill  show  how  weak  “The  Spirit  of  the  Nation,” 

And  I  may  mention  for  your  information 

The  poem  was  Moore’s,  tho’  I  dont  sing  you  now,  sirs, 

Malachi’s  collar,  but  O’Brien’s  trousers. 

Song . Mr.  T.  D.  Sullivan. 

Air — “  Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old.” 

Let  Erin  remember  O’Brien  bold, 

And  weep  o’er  the  sacred  breeches 
'  That  he  wore  in  his  prison  cell  so  cold, 

And  stuck  to  like  glue  and  leeches. 

Let  Her  never  forget  Mr.  Biggar,  J.  G., 

And  Tim  Healey’s  polished  manners  ; 

If  a  better  example  she  requires, 

She  can  always  think  of  Tanner’s. 

May  she  ever  remember  her  “jugged  ”  M.P.’s, 

Especially  John  Dillon, 

And  may  she  remember  Charles  Russell’s  fees, 

And  be  down  on  that  Balfour  villain. 

The  Grand  Old  Penitent’s  war-cry,  too, 

In  her  mind  she  can  think  over ; 

But  whatever  she  does,  let  her  keep  those  “bags,” 

And  the  martyr  whom  they  cover. 

“  Let  us  change  the  subject,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Wriggler, 
who  was  getting  uncomfortable — “  Perhaps  the  Commander-in- 
Chief  will  assist  us.”  “Very  well,”  said  the  Duke — 
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Song . The  British  Volunteers. 

Air — “The  British  Grenadiers.” 

By  the  Duke  of  Cambridge. 

Some  talk  of  going  to  Brighton, 

Some  speak  of  Cannock  Chase, 

And  others  rave  of  Dunstable, 

And  plans  and  railroads  trace, 

I’ve  turned  them  out  of  Wimbledon, 

Nor  Richmond  yield  I  could, 

And  wherefore  not  ?  there’s  Aldershot, 

The  station  being  Brook  wood. 

Here,  ere  the  Land’s  Defender  could  warble  through  the  rest, 
Forth,  thro’  the  throng  of  gazers,  the  fiery  Sexton  pressed  ; 

He  sprang  upon  the  platform,  where  the  other  folks  had  sung — 
(T’was  something  like  the  scaffold  where  those  Martyrs  three 
were  hung),* 

He’d  have  tried  to  rouse  the  people  by  words  poured  fast  and 
queer, 

But  after  all  there  was  no 

Recitation  .  .  .  After  “  Virginia  ”  .  from  Mr.  T.  Sexton. 

for  all  knew  that  they  were  in  for  three  hours  of  it,  at  the  least , 
if  he  once  began  and  they  therefore  appealed  to  the  Chairman 
who  (as  he  doesn’t  encourage  others  to  make  long  speeches  out  of 
the  House)  was  about  to  ask  Mr.  Sexton  to  “dry  up,”  when  he 
heard  some  guttural  growlings  from  a  German  doctor  in  a  remote 
corner — 

“  What  is  that  German  doctor  muttering  over  there  ?’  ’  said  the 
Grand  Old  President.  “  Oh,”  said  Sir  Edward  Malet,  “  it’s 
Bergmann,  he’s  having  a  little  verse  contest  with  John  Dillon.” 
“Bring  them  forth,”  said  the  old  man.  They  were  dragged 
forward,  and  as  a  punishment  for  their  want  of  good  manners  in 


*  Here  is  a  chance  for  the  carping  critic  at  last.  Let  him  say  “  hanged  ” 
if  he  likes,  and  be  hanged  to  him — P’raps  he’d  like  to  say  “  singed  ”  too, 
while  he  is  about  it.  He  must  mind,  or  he  will  burn  his  fingers. 
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interrupting  the  proceedings,  were  summarily  sentenced  to  recite 
their  doggrel  rhymes  to  the  assembled  guests. 

Bergmann — I  do  not  like  thee,  Doctor  fell, 

I  cannot  bear  thee,  Mark  Hovell, 

Still  more  I  hate  thy  friend  Morell  (MacKenzie) 

I  do  not  like  thee,  Doctor  fell. 

Dillon —  I  do  like  you,  Doctor  Barr 

A  bad  one,  I’m  afraid  you  are, 

A  Man-devil  (Mandeville)  and  monster  too, 

No  Doctor  e’er  so  bad  as  you. 

Sir  E.  Malet  then  gave  the  company  the  latest  from  Germany 

Re  Sir  Robert  Morier  as  follows — 

Air — “  Oh,  George  tell  them  to  stop.” 

Bismarck  tell  ’em  to  stop, 

That  was  the  cry  of  Morier  (Maria), 

But  he  got  no  redress  and  found  that  the  press 
The  scandals  heaped  higher  and  higher. 

“  Now  let’s  see  what  the  Frenchman  can  do,”  said’  the  Grand 
Old  Wanderer,  “  if  General  Boulanger  is  not  too  busy  looking 
after  his  divorce  case.”  “Oh,  I  hope  to  get  that  squared,’' 
interrupted  the  General — “  a  successful  man  like  I  am  can  do  any 
thing  in  France.”  “How  is  it  managed?  you  evidently  arrange 
these  things  better  in  France,  and  I  should  like  a  straight  tip  ” 
said  the  G.  O.  Divorcer.  “Well,”  said  Boulanger,  “here  it  is 
then.” 

Song . General  Boulanger. 

Air — (From  “  Ruddygore.”) 

If  your  interests  you  wish  to  advance, 

On  a  charger  of  black  you  must  prance, 

And  stir  it  and  stump  it,  and  blow  your  own  trumpet, 

And  do  like  Boulanger  in  France. 
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On  concluding,  the  General  called  upon  Monsieur  Lesseps, 
who  struggled  forward,  with  an  importunate  Panama  shareholder 
hanging  on  to  his  coat-tail. 


Song  (“  very  like  a  wail  ”).  .  .  .  Monsieur  Lesseps. 

Air — “  La  di  da.” 

Oh  !  how  I  hate  the  word 

Pana mat  Pana ma, 

Life’s  a  lottery  absurd 

Panama, 

This  change  to  me  quite  new  is, 

And  if  he  going  to  sue  is  (Suez — please), 

I’d  best  consult  George  Lewis 

Panama  !  Panama  ! 

Who  to  clients  staunch  and  true  is — 

Panama. 

Unfortunately  for  Monsieur  Lesseps,  however,  Mr.  George 
Lewis  was  away,  looking  for  Mr.  William  O’Brien  and  getting  up 
evidence  for  the  next  “  Great  Divorce  case.” 

“Ha!  that  reminds  me,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Buckjumper — 
“I  will  now  call  upon  the  Solicitor  to  ‘The  Times’  to  con¬ 
tribute  to  our  entertainment.” 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  Soames,  “then  I  will  give  you  a  recitation. 
You  may  call  it  (Macaulay  ’t)  ‘  Ivry  ’  adapted  to  the  present 
‘  Times.’  ” 

Recitation  .  .  By  Mr.  Soames  .  .  .  Ivry. 

Now,  glory  to  the  Thunderer  !  the  grand  and  good  old  “  Times !” 
Good  luck  attend  its  articles  on  Parnellism  and  Crimes ! 

May  Walter  yet  be  made  a  peer,  and,  if  he  is,  why  then 
Buckle  at  least  a  knight  will  be  amongst  his  fellow  men. 
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But  thou!  Parnell,  from  Avondale,  near  (the)  Meeting  of  jhe 
Waters, 

To  waste  on  thee  much  sympathy,  thy  conduct  has  not  taught  us  ; 
Thou  aye  wert  joyous  in  our  ills,  we  feel  a  little  joy 
On  finding  Davitt  and  O’Shea  thy  happiness  destroy. 

Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  this  fight  will  cost  as  much  as  a  small  war, 
Hurrah  !  The  Mighty  Thunderer  and  its  rival  great  “The  star." 
Oh  !  how  our  hearts  were  beating  when  on  the  opening  day, 

We  saw  “  the  Army  of  the  League  ”  drawn  out  in  long  array 
With  many  priest-led  Nationalists,  but  Protestants  as  well, 

Tims  Harrington  and  Healy,  Biggar,  Dillon  and  Parnell. 

There’s  Russell  in  the  Home  Rule  Van — his  temper  well  in 
hand — 

Amd  Lockwood  (making  sketches  of  the  usher  and  his  wand), 
And,  as  we  looked  on  them,  we  thought  of  Cavendish  and  Burke, 
Of  daggers  and  of  dynamite  and  all  such  murderous  work. 

And  we  cried  unto  the  Goddess  blind  to  do  what’s  just  and  fair, 
And,  if  they’re  wrong,  to  say  so,  and,  if  right,  to  say  they  air 
(are). 

Sir  Richard  comes  to  lead  us  on,  all  in  his  war  paint  dressed, 

(I  mean  he  wears  his  Sunday  gown  and  his  wig  and  all  the  rest) 
He  turns  aside  to  Henry  James  and  a  leer  is  in  his  eye, 

And  then  he  looks  at  Russell  with  his  nose  uplifted  high, 

(Now  whether  it  was  Russell's  nose  concerning  which  I  sing 
Or  whether  it  was  Webster's ,  that  is  just  the  very  thing 
Which  you,  dear  reader,  must  find  out, 

And  I  think  I’ve  said  enough 
When  I  mention  that,  whos’e’er  it  was, 

’Twas  always  “  up  to  snuff  ”). 

We  hear  the  Judges  coming — indeed  it  is  no  myth — 

And  Hannen  enters  boldly  and  then  come  Day  and  Smith, 
George  Lewis  sorts  his  papers  with  all  his  might  and  main  ; 

The  Counsel  then,  unto  the  court,  for  whom  they  act  explain. 
Now  by  the  Peerage  which  they  say  you  want,  pray  do  not  falter, 
But,  to  the  hilt,  those  letters  prove  ;  your  ground  you’ll  seem  to 
(W)alter, 
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If  on  iv'ry  Irish  Member  iv'ry  crime  in  Erin  done 

You  try  to  fix ;  for  ever,  you’ll  sure  be  going  on 

Just  like  that  brook  of  Tennyson,  the  poem’s  rather  clever — 

Which  floweth  on,  he  tells  us  so,  “  for  ever  and  for  ever.” 

“Go  on,”  shouted  the  audience.  “No,”  said  Mr.  Soames, 
“  I  certainly  shall  say  no  more  until  the  case  is  decided  unless 
Sir  James  Hannen,  whom  I  see  over  there,  is  prepared  to  give 
me  a  ‘Certificate  of  Indemnity.’  I  don’t  intend  to  throw  away 
^500,  and  I  do  not  fail  to  ‘  Remember  Harringto(w)n.’  ” 

(JVote. — The  writer  is  sincerely  anxious  not  to  sin  against  the 
proprieties  as  regards  a  case  still  sub-judice). 

“  Well  then,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Entertainer,  “  I  will  ask  Sir 
James  Hannen  himself  to  oblige  us  with  a  selection  from  Max 
Adder’s  “Out  of  the  Hurly  Burly.” 

They  say  Sir  James  Hannen  is  “going  to  the  Lords  ” 

When  he’s  finished  his  Parnellite  cares, 

You  all  will  agree  it’s  a  very  hard  task 
For  which  he’s  to  be  kicked  “up  stairs.” 

He  is  wanted  so  often  in  matters  divorce 
By  the  Dukes  and  the  Lords  I  have  heard, 

He  cannot  be  spared  to  try  commoner  folks, 

Who  will  perhaps  have  to  try  “  Mona  Caird.” 

Having  finished,  the  respected  President  of  the  Divorce  Court 
said : 

“  I  would  suggest  that  you  should  call  upon  the  Home  Secre¬ 
tary  to  entertain  us.  I  found  him  very  entertaining  in  the  Dilke 
Case.” 

“  I  will,”  said  the  Grand  Old  Slave-Driver,  “  come  forth, 
Matthews  !” 

“Never!”  said  Mathews  “even  if  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Mat- 
thews-elah — unless  Sir  Cock  Warren  will  join  me  in  a  duet,  the 
tune  of  which  is  warrented.  to  make  any  song  a  success.” 
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At  the  request  of  Mr.  Stuart-Wortley,  Sir  Charles  consented 
and  there  followed  a 

Duet  .  The  Home  Secretary  and  Sir  Charles  Warren. 

Air — “  Gend’armes  Duet.” 

Public  Guardians  should  be  wary, 

And  of  London  take  more  care, 

We’re  too  Trafalgar  Square-y, 

And  don’t  look  out  elsewhere. 

Whitechapel  still  a  murderer  hides, 

Who  does  what  crime  he  lists, 

Whilst  we’re  engaged  in  squabbling, 

And  “  quodding  ”  Socialists. 

Mr.  Parnell  was  here  observed  in  a  corner  reading  a  letter — • 

“  Is  that  one  of  those  letters  ?”  asked  Campbell. 

“  No,”  said  Mr.  Parnell. 

“  P’raps  it’s  a  love  letter,”  suggested  Mr.  Biggar  (who  had  over¬ 
heard  the  remark). 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  the  uncrowned  king,  “ 1  leave  love  letters  and 
breaches  of  promise  and  that  sort  of  thing  to  the  Member  for 
Cavan.” 

“  Sour  grapes,”  said  Biggar,  and  then  he  warbled  : — • 

“  0'&he(ays  turned  out  a  cruel  deceiver.” 

“  Now  !  what’s  the  matter  ?”  said  the  Grand  Old  Home  Ruler. 

“  Only  one  of  Parnell’s  letters,”  said  Biggar. 

“  What  is  it,  Mr.  Parnell,  kindly  explain  ?  ”  said  his  Grand  Old 
Jackal. 

“  Oh,  it  is  a  request  from  an  Irish  elector .  to  know  how  he 
ought  to  vote  at  the  next  election.” 

“Dont  reply,”  shouted  Sackville,  excitedly,  “letters  are  the 
deuce.  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  think  about  it.” 
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Lord  Sackville’s  Motto  : — 

“  Least  said  is  best,”  says  Sackville  West, 

This  year,  I’ve  dropped  the  West  and  it’s  dropped  me, 

And  don't  ivrite ,  or,  you  bet,  you  the  sack  vill  get 
From  Mr.  Bayard  and  President  C - 

“  Bayard  sans  peur  et  sans  reproche.”  Ah  !  me 
’ll  Bayardly  the  right  motto  which  should  be 
To  him  applied,  for,  tho’  he  showed  no  fear 
Of  me,  ’tis  his  reproaches  brought  me  here. 

“Oh,”  said  Mr.  Parnell,  when  Lord  Sackville  had  finished, 
“  I  don’t  need  your  warning  about  letters — I  have  been  keeping 
in  the  background  for  some  time,  but  as  you  have  dragged  me 
forward,  I  will  call  attention  to  the  troubles  of  my  distressful 
country  by  singing  you  “  Erin  on  the  Whine,”  and  I  will  ask  you 
to  imagine  that  I  am  in  character  as  a  crossing  sweeper  and  that, 
as  Mr.  Gladstone  comes  along,  I  insist  upon  his  “ paying  his 
footing'' 

Song . Mr.  Parnell. 

Air  .  .  Ehren  on  the  Rhine  .  .  Hutchinson . 

A  patriot  stood  in  a  London  street,  without  a  boot  or  shoe, 

His  trowsers  were  without  a  seat — He’d  got  no  work  to  do. 

Here  Mr.  G.,  the  Grand  Kilmainham  Jailor  came  in  sight — 
Parnell  the  Grand  Old  Turnkey  caught,  and  sang  with  all  his 
might. 

Chorus — 

Oh  !  Mr.  Gladstone  pray,  this  warning  hear  of  mine — 

No  work  you’ll  do  for  England  whilst  you’ve  “  Erin  on  the 
Whine.” 
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The  Grand  Old  Sinner  is  converted  and  joins  vigorously  in  the 
chorus ,  thus — 


Chorus — 


Still  “  Ireland  stops  the  way  ”  (I’ve  altered  just  that  line), 

You’ll  do  no  good  in  England,  whilst  you’ve  “Erin  on  the 
Whine.” 


In  the  land  of  Ire — I  see  the  moon  and  the  men  who  abuse  her 
light;* 

The  passing  maiden  shakes  with  fear,  the  brutes  quick  take  their 
flight, 

Behind  stone  walls  the  patriots  creep  with  gun  and  knife  in  hand, 
And  they  hear  in  fancy  o’er  the  deep  this  message  from  Yankee 
land — 

Chorus — 

Now  up  and  wound  and  slay  !  shoot  girls,  maim  sheep  and  kine, 
If  crime  is  o’er  we  “part”  no  more  for  Erin  on  the  Whine. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  song  the  G.  O.  Mob  Orator  said, 
“  The  classes  ”  in  the  reserved  seats  (the  moneys  they  have 
paid  therefor  have  been  handed  over  to  the  Parnellite  Treasurer) 
must  now  give  up  their  seats  to  “  the  masses  ” — the  former 
are  very  welcome  to  take  seats  in  the  branches  of  such  of 
the  trees  as  remain  in  the  grounds  here.  Those  trees  are 
diminishing  daily.  The  fewer  there  are  about  the  better.  I  do 
not  wish  to  give  my  English  friends  any  encouragement  for 
practising  Lynch  law  here,  and  in  these  days,  with  a  rope 
handy,  who  can  predict  what  might  happen. 

“  And  now,  let  Sir  Henry  James  do  something  for  a  living,” 
said  the  Rejected  of  Oxford  University,  South  West  Lancashire, 
and  Greenwich. 


*  Moonlighters. 
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Song . Sir  Henry  James. 

Air — “  I  tell  them  my  Father’s  a  Marquis.” 

It’s  true  that  I’m  friends  with  the  Marquis, 

But  wherefore  should  Labouchere  frown  ? 

That  cynic  severe,  it  is  perfectly  clear, 

To  Gladstone  his  knee  now  bows  down. 

It’s  true  I  go  shooting  with  Princes, 

But  I’d  thistles,  while  Herschell  ate  hay, 

And  refused  when  ’twas  near,  ;£  10,000  a  year, 

And  a  peerage.  Would  Labby? — come,  say. 

At  this  juncture,  a  little  gentleman,  wearing  glasses  and  a 
beard,  came  and  spoke  to  the  Chairman,  who  (interrupting  Sir 
Henry  James)  said  : 

“  My  friend  here  is  anxious  to  get  away,  as  he  has  just  thought 
of  the  plot  for  a  new  novel  and  wants  to  make  a  note  of  it  before 
he  forgets  it ;  but,  before  he  goes,  he  has  consented  to  give  just 
one  verse  from  a  new  poem  he  has  written.” 

“Who  is  the  gentleman?”  shouted  the  audience. 

Said  the  Chairman,*  “  Why,  begorra  !  it’s  McCarthy.” 

And  the  author  of  “  Dear  Lady  Disdain  ”  (the  mildest  mannered 
man  that  ever  gave  a  vote)  recited — 

A  Verse  after  “  Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere.”  Tennyson. 

By  Mr.  Justin  McCarthy. 

I  know,  ye  Primrose  dames  so  queer, 

You  pine  your  habitations  in  ; 

You’d  better  far  to  Ireland  steer, 

And  in  that  country  spend  your  “tin.” 


He  must  have  been  to  the  Gaiety. 
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Go !  teach  the  Irish  bhoys  to  vote, 
The  Irish  colleen’s  feet,  pray,  shoe, 
Disseminate  the  one-pound  note, 
And  say  McCarthy  told  you  to. 


“Who’s  that  making  a  noise  over  yonder? ’’said  the  Grand 
Old  Man. 

“Oh,”  said  Rosebery,  “it’s  only  the  members  of  the  Special 
Committee  appointed  to  enquire  into  the  ‘  Sheehy-Sullivan 
Summons  Squabble,’  whereupon  the  Grand  Old  Man  requested 
a  cessation  of  the  entertainment  for  a  few  minutes  until  he 
enquired  into  the  subject 

He  accordingly  approached  the  Committee  and,  when  he  got 
near  them,  he  heard  Mr.  Hanbury  addressing  the  Irish  Secretary 
as  follows  : — 

Air — “  Why  did  you  leave  your  Jeremiah.” 

Why  did  you  leave  poor  Jeremiah, 

Sans  instructions  what  he’d  to  do  ? 

Next  time  pray  do  send  some  one  “fly”er; 

Balfour,  I  feel  quite  ashamed  of  you. 

Approaching  a  little  nearer,  Mr.  G.  heard  the  Special  Com¬ 
mittee  singing  as  follows  : — 

Air — “Jeremiah  Blow  the  Fire.” 

Jeremiah,  blow  that  summons 
And  the  row  and  fuss. 

Here’s  a  fresh  obstruction 
And  a  good  week’s  work  for  us, 

Making  Randolph’s  Hanbury 
His  own  side  rise  and  cuss. 

Jeremiah,  when  you  serve  us,  * 

Don’t  serve  thus. 


44 


Glad-par-stonell-iana . 


This  chorus  they  appeared  to  be  addressing  to  the  unfortunate 
Sullivan,  who  seemed  to  be  glad  to  escape,  which  he  did,  saying, 
“  My  service  to  you,  gentlemen,”  as  he  departed. 

The  Grand  Old  Autocrat,  having  admonished  the  Committee 
for  creating  a  disturbance,  returned  to  the  platform,  and,  referring 
to  the  programme,  said,  “  I  will  now  call  upon  Mr. — Mr. — er.” 

“  He  who  hesitates  is  lost,”  said  Randy. 

“  Of  course  he  is,”  retorted  the  Old  Man,  shortly,  “  that’s  just 
why  he  does  hesitate ;  but,  at  all  events,  I  have  hit  upon  the 
right  place  in  the  programme  now,  and  will  call  upon^  Mr. 
Chamberlain  to  sing.” 


Song . Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain. 

Air — “  Not  for  Joe.” 

These  verses  deal  with  Chamberlain, 

Known  to  the  Brums  as  Joe ; 

His  power  is  not  upon  the  wane, 

Tho’  Labby  says  that’s  so. 

A  Gladstonite  erewhile  was  he, 

But  now  that  he’s  their  foe, 

Those  grateful  “  Glads  ”  him  “  Judas  ”  call, 

And  also  Orchid  (Awk(w)ard)  Joe. 

Spoken — 

Still  they’d  give  half*  their  ears  (which  are  quite  long  enough 
to  justify  the  liberality)  to  win  him  back  again — but 

Chorus — 

Not  for  Joe  !  It’s  no  go  ! 

Artful  Joseph — he  would  lose  if 
He  did  so — not  for  Joe — 

Will  you,  Collins  ?  Oh  !  dear  no. 
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Spoken — 

They  say  he’s  but  a  fishy  lot,  who  sadly  bungles  treaties  ; 

They’ll  tell  you  he’s  an  awful  “  screw  ”  and  that  unsafe  his  seat 
is — 

They  say  he  prigged  that  precious  cow — and  gives  her  milk  to 
duchesses — 

That  he  has  pawned  those  acres  three  and  one  of  Salisbury’s 
crutches  is — 

Still,  don’t  you  think  they’d  like  to  have  him  back  ?  Rather — but 

Air—' “The  ship  that  never  returns.” 

He’ll  never  return — He’ll  never  return, 

Tho’  Sir  George  Trevelyan  turns  ; 

Mr.  Chamberlain  has  a  stronger  brain, 

And  they’ll  find  he  never  returns. 

A  new  wife  he’s  got  in  Miss  Endacott, 

And  he’ll  Yankee  notions  learn  ; 

But  he’s  much  too  wise  to  compromise 
With  the  “  Glads,”  and  he’ll  not  return. 

“  Now  ”  said  the  Grand  Old  Undertaker — “  You  shall  have  an 

“  Epitaph — a  la  Max  Adeler. 

“  Willie  had  a  purple  monkey,” 

“We  have  lost  our  little  Hannah.” 

“  ’Tis  one  of  my  Songs  of  Sixpence,  and  is  meant  for 

Dr.  Tanner. 


Tanner  had  a  p’liceman’s  baton, 
Someone  threw  it  on  the  floor, 
Tanner  spoke  out  like  a  Grattan — 
Said  he’4  lent  it  to  Balfour. 
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Tanner  sat  among  the  Tories, 

Which  did  make  him  very  sick, 
(Sicker  still  were  those  same  Tories) 
But  the  bucket  he  did  kick. 

So  no  more  he’ll  move  adjournments, 
With  his  aggravating  tongue, 

No  more  he’ll  swear  at  Tories — and 
The  Speaker  danced  and  sung 
To  think  the  “  personal  questions  ” 
Could  now  be  laid  aside, 

Which  “  centred  round  ”  Cork’s  Doctor 
Until  (praise  the  pigs)  he  died. 


For  they  lost  that  Doctor  Tanner  in  a  very  painful  manner, 

And  one  often  thought  how  can  their  sufferings  be  borne, 

It  was  by  being  suspended  that  his  year’s  career  was  ended  ; 

And  on  his  way  he’s  wended  to  the  country  he’ll  adorn, 

And  no  one  would  much  care  if  it  had  been  his  County’s 
Sheriff, 

Who’d  conducted  that  suspension  with  a  good  stout  coil  of  rope  : 
He’ll  be  back  in  February,  with  his  oaths  he’ll  not  be  chary, 

But  they’ll  stop  his  making  merry  by  some  new  rules  let  us  hope. 


“  The  next  item  on  the  programme,  my  lords  and  gentlemen, 
is  ” — said  the  Chairman — a 

Song  ....  By  Lord  Charles  Beresford. 

Air — “  If  you  only  put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel.” 

I’ve  been  about  a  bit — and  in  Egypt  made  a  hit, 

Whilst  England  is  in  danger  I  shall  growl, 

I’ve  been  “  well-done  Condor’d  ” — and  I  ve  been  a  Naval  lord, 

“  More  coaling  stations  ”  still  I  loudly  howl. 
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I’m  a  “  fighting  Beresford  ” — ever  ready  with  my  sword — 

But  men  without  the  means  will  never  do, 

If  you’d  surely  win  the  day,  twenty  millions  you  must  pay, 

To  make  your  Navy  good  as  any  two. 

Here,  Mr.  Goschen  rose  to  order — he  begged  to  call  attention, — 

“  Sing  it  ”  shouted  the  audience — a  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  can’t  be  hard  up  for  Notes — so  (ever  ready  to  oblige 
and  requesting  them  not  to  rate  him  if  he  taxed  their  patience) 
the  following  lines  were  rendered  : — 


Song . .By  Mr.  Goschen. 

Air — “  If  you  only  put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel.” 


Near  my  van  I  hear  my  foemen  marching, 

From  my  coffers  cash  they’ll  try  to  steal, 

If  you  ask  what  I  hear — re  the  Budget  of  last  year, 

It’s  “  never  put  your  taxes  on  the  wheel.” 

“  What  about  that  blank  cheque  ”  asked  the  G.  O.  Budget- 
maker.”  ‘‘Never  mind  that,”  said  Mr.  Goschen.  “Well,  as 
time  presses  and  Archbishop  Walsh  is  anxious  to  get  back  to  his 
diocese,  I  wont,  but  will  call  on  him  at  once  to  give  you  a 
song,”  said  the  G.O.M. 

Song  Archbishop  Wtalsh. 

Air — “Write  me  a  Letter  from  Home.” 

The  Pope’s  not  forgotten  his  Church, 

He’s  sent  Monsignor  Persico, 

Who  has  shaken  me  near  off  my  perch, 

And  wont  let  us  boycott,  ah  !  no. 
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And  it  seems  that  the  Land  Leaguers’  laws 
Must  be  dropped  by  our  people  at  home, 
It  surely  must  be  a  bad  cause, 

That  brings  Ireland  this  letter  from  Rome. 

The  Pope  may  his  Irish  annoy, 

Both  here  and  o’er  Atlantic’s  foam, 

But  whilst  criminal  means  they  employ, 

He’ll  stand  by  that  letter  from  Rome. 


Before  we  conclude,  said  Mr.  Gladstone,  we  must  hear 
what  Lord  Rosebery  (with  all  his  County  Council  honours 
thick  upon  him)  has  to  say.  “Well,  then,”  said  the  Duke — no 
(not  yet)  Marquis — of  Rosebery,  “  I  will  give  you  a  repetition 
of  Mr.  Gladstone’s  advice  to  me  of  a  few  weeks  ago,”  but  I 
may  remark  that  you  should  have  called  on  Sir  John  Lubbock 
first.  In  this  matter  I  only  “follow  my  friend  Sir  John.” — 

Recitation  .  “The  Grand  Old  Charmer”  (a  Caution  to  Snakes.) 

(After  Tennyson’s  “  Northern  Farmer  ”) 

By  Lord  Rosebery. 

“Just  thoo  listen  an  ’ear  me  speak,  when  I  (ah*)  rattles  awaiiy 
Proputty,  down  wi’  proputty,  that’s  what  thoo’ll  ’ear  me  saay  ; 
Proputty — down  wi’  proputty — thoo  may  think  I’s  an  ass  for 
my  paans, 

But  I  know  what’ll  fetch  the  masses,  and  it  alius  voates  obtaans. 

There’s  a  craw  te  pluck  wi’  tha  Markis.  Yon’s  Rothschilds 
bank, 

Disnt  tha’  knaw  wealth’s  the  divvle,  and’s  woss  by  far  than  rank  ? 


*  “I”  should  be  pronounced  “Ah”  throughout. 
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Maay  be  its  sumtimes  handy — like  at  election  times, 

Or  when  there’s  a  subscription  for  Parnellism  and  Crimes. 

Me  and  Bill  Harcourt,  Markis,  ’as  beean  a  talkin’  o’  thee, 
Thoo’s  beean  courtin’  the  city,  and  Harcourt’s  beean  tellin ’t  me, 
Thoo  on  the  Council’s  willin’  to  sit  on  behalf  of  “brass,” 

And  to  represent  the  bankers  and  all  the  munney’d  class. 

Seead  id  paaper  to-daay  a  bit  o’  thy  city  speeach, 

Its  maade  to  suit  “  the  classes  ”  and  disnt  Home  Rule  preach  ; 
Nivver  a  stab  at  Balfour,  ’gain  Salisbury  nivver  a  word, 

Nivver  a  hit  at  proputty — thy  conduct’s  moast  absurd — 


Doant  be  stunt,  taak  time,  I  knaw  what  maks  tha  sa  mad  ; 
Feyther  had  slaaves  hissen  when  I  wur  a  lad, 

And  I  was  a  good  young  Tory,  but  the  Chartists  taught  ma  this, 
Alius  shout,  “Down  wi’  proputty,'’  and  at  the  landlords  hiss. 

An’  I’ve  shouted  “  Down  wi’  proputty,”  and  Parnell’s  corned  te 
’and, 

Wi’  all  his  rebel  riff-raff  and  his  scheames  for  grabbin  land  ; 
Maay  be  its  not  ower  honest,  but  I  nivver  gav  it  a  thought, 

You  cant  be  ower  pertickler  when  you  want  to  catch  a  voate. 


The  rich  folks  aint  no  voates,  leastwaays  they’ve  precious  few, 
An’  when  I’s  next  in  offis,  I’ll  tell  tha  what  I’ll  do, 

I’ll  make  the  Legislatur  give  voates  to  ivery  chap, 

An’  then  for  all  the  “  classes  ”  I’ll  nivver  care  a  rap. 


Besides,  tha  can  "  ha’e  ”  the  masses,  and  yet  ha’e  munney  too, 
Mix  Henry  George  and  Hawarden  just  like  thoo  seeas  me  do. 
Cant  I  luv  the  masses,  because  o’d  five  thoosand  a  year? 

Nay,  but  I  luv  ’em  a  vast  sight  more  for’t  nivver  fear. 
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Heigh !  an’  Harcourt  minds  me  thoo  married  Rothschild’s  lass, 
An’  thoo  hes  lots  of  proputty,  Bill  nivver  was  an  ass, 

An’  he  says  if  thoo  succeeds  ma,  Home  Rule  goes  straight  te 
pot, 

But  if  I  gives  my  plaace  te  him  he'll  give  it  landlords  hot. 


I  doant  want  te  quarrel,  so  Rosebery  show  some  sense, 

Thoo  paays  Midlothian’s  piper,  so  doaant  thoo  taake  offence 
But  just  shout,  “  Down  wi’  proputty,”  and  thoo  can  ha’e  ma  spot, 
And  lead  the  Home  Rule  masses  when  the  G.  Q.  M.  is  not. 


It  isnt  in  gaol  birds  tha  knaws  yan  finds  the  wost  o’  theaves, 
They  struggle  but  for  justice,  and  in  Home  Rule  beleaves, 
Noa,  but  its  them  auld  landlords,  and  not  the  honest  “  Rad,” 
Taake  my  word  fort,  Markis,  the  rich  in  a  loomp  is  bad. 


Them  or  the’r  feythers  tha  seeas  mun  ha’  bean  a  greedy  lot, 

For  greed  ’es  gone  to  thegrabbin  wheniver  much  munny  was  got ; 
So  cry,  “Take  all  fra  every  man  and  give  it  all  to  “G,” 

Then  I’ll  be  boss  of  Ireland,  vice  Mr.  C.  S.  P. 

(And  perhaps  I’d  better  tell  tha’  that  I’ll  leave  ma  plaace  te 
thee.) 


Thim’s  my  noations,  sonny,  wheerby  I  means  te  stick, 

While  fra  the  stupid  masses  their  voates  I  still  can  nick ; 

“  Proputty,  down  wi’  proputty,  that’s  what  thoo  ’ears  me  saay, 
Proputty,  down  wi’  proputty” — noo  let  me  toddle  awaay.” 


li  Archbishop  Walsh  was  talking  about  the  Atlantic,  and  that 
reminds  me  of  America,”  said  Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson,  who  was 
positively  dying  to  work  in  one  of  his  jokes  somehow,  “  So 
I’ll  just  ask  you  all  a  conundrum.” 
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“  Why  is  the  American  National  Anthem,  if  they  have  one, 
called  £  Hail !  Columbia  ?  5  Give  it  up  ?  Why,  because  no 
one  reigns  there.” 

Here’s  another — “  What’s  the  difference  between  a  Home 
Ruler,  a  Separatist,  a  Gladstonian,  and  a  Moonlighter  ?  ”  A 
long  and  awkward  pause  ensued.  Parnell  cleared  his  throat 
once  or  twice,  but  didn’t  speak,  and  the  G.O.M.  blushed  and 
said,  “  I  think  we  will  sing  our  own  National  Anthem  and 
close  the  entertainment.” 

This  was  agreed  to  netn.  con.,  but  after  trying  a  verse  this 
proposal  fell  through,  as  the  Gladstonians  were  all  singing  u  God 
Save  Ireland,”  and  the  place  was,  for  two  minutes,  a  regular 
Pandemonium,  and  then  the  G.  O.  Cough  Drop  intervened 
and  addressed  the  multitude  as  follows : 

“  My  friends,  I  trust  you  are  satisfied  with  the  entertainment. 
I  promised  at  its  conclusion  to  make  an  interesting  communica¬ 
tion  to  you.  It  has,  for  some  time  past,  been  my  intention  to 
give  away  a  few  tokens  of  my  regard  to  such  of  my  followers 
and  countrymen  as  deserve  them,  and  I  have  desired  my 
friend  Lord  Herschell  to  prepare  a  proper  document  to  carry 
out  the  purpose.  The  articles  will  not  be  handed  over  until  my 
decease,  but  I  wish  to  avoid  the  Death  Duties,  and  so  am 
going  to  give  the  things  away  by  Deed  of  Gift.” 

Lord  Herschell  then  read  : 

“  Know  all  men  by  these  presents — ” 

“  Those  futures  would  be  better  ”  interrupted  Mr.  Labouchere. 

The  G.  O.  M.  was  proceeding  to  explain  that  they  really  would 
be  presents  when  the  recipients  got  them,  when  a  dreadful  moan 
was  heard. 

“  Who’s  that  groaning  so  dreadfully,  and  what  is  he  mourn¬ 
ing  about  ?  ”  asked  the  G.  O.  E.  by  T.  &  N.  R. 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Lord  Herschell,  “/know  him ,  it’s  the  Chairman 
of  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works,  and  he  is  (Maghera) 
mourn(e)ing  to  the  tune  of — 


“  Something  went  wrong  with  the  Works. 
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“Never  mind,  we  can’t  wait  for  that,”  said  Harcourt,  who 
was  expecting  the  best  of  the  presents,  “  Go  on  !  ’Og  (Me  Garel) 
Gog  and  Magog — I’m  going  to  make  an  absolutely  clean  sweep 
of  the  lot  some  day  soon.”  Here  the  Grand  Old  Weathercock  said 
“  I’ve  once  more  re-considered  the  subject,  and  as  the  presents 
are  comparatively  few.  and  are  valuable  chiefly  from  their  con¬ 
nection  with  the  distinguished  donor  thereof,  I  will  hand  them 
over  at  once.” 

A  few  servants  were  sent  running,  post  haste,  for  the  things, 
for  everyone  was  anxious  to  get  away,  and  as  soon  as  they  were 
at  hand  the  G.  O.  M.  gave — 


i.  A  Pinchbeck  Token  value  9s.  fid.  .  To  Mr.  Childers. 


2.  l  Match  Box 

3.  Horse  (an  awful  “  screw  ”) 

4.  A  Family  Tree 
5  A  Coat  (turned  several  times) 

6.  Collection  of  Music  Hall  Songs,  in 
eluding  “  Two  Lovely  Black  Eyes’ 

7.  Book.  “  Perish  India  ’’ 

8.  His  Homer  and  His  Ruler 

9.  His  Birth  Certificates  (very  nume 

rous  and  “  mixed  ”) 


.  To  Lord  Shekbrooke. 

.  To  Mr.  J.  Chamberlain. 

.  To  Lord  Brassey. 

.  To  Sir  G.  Trevelyan. 

)  To  Lord  Northbrook 
i  '  (Who  is  “  Past  B(e)aring  ”  as 
)  the  G.  O.  M.  remarked.) 

To  Mr.  John  Morley. 

To  C.  S.  Parnell. 

To  Lord  Rosebery,  Mr.  Osborne 
Morgan,  and  Mr.  John 
)  Dillon. 


10.  Some  Gladstone  “  bags”  (trousers,  ) 
not  portmanteaux)  / 


His  Son  Herbert. 


11.  Chips  from  a  Tree  cut  down  by  G. 


\  To  every  one  present 
I  Hawarden  that  day. 


AT 
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12.  “  Shamrock  ”  edition  of  “  Speeches  1  To  the  Irish  Prisons  Board  (for 
from  the  Dock”  /  the  use  of  imprisoned  M.P.’s) 


13.  ^2,500  Conscience 
pluralities) 


Money  (no )  To  The  Chancellor  of  the 
j  Exchequer. 


\  To  Mr.  John  Morley  and  Sir 
I  Wilfrid  Lawson,  in  trust  to 
14.  ^1,000  >  erect  therewith  a  monument  at 

I  Khartoum  to  the  memory  of 

]  Gordon’s  betrayer  (Farag  Pacha) 


The  G.O.M.  having  finished  his  presentations,  said: — 


“And  now,  friends, 

“Good  Night. 

“  God  Save  Ireland. 

and 

(Flower  and  ’at*)  Floreat  Gladstona.” 

He  disappeared,  and  the  guests  were  left  to  get  back  to  the 
Station  and  proceed  home  as  best  they  might. 


For  shame,  Mr.  G. 
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THE  FINAL  SCENE. 


(The  Very  Latest,  or  rather  The  Very  Last). 

Place — The  Drawing  Room,  Hawarden  Castle. 

Time — The  evening  of  the  Party — after  nearly  all  of  the  guests 
have  depart(y)ed. 

Present — The  Grand  Old  Fire-Brand  (in  the  bosom  of  his 
family),  Lord  Randolph  Churchill,  The  American 
Minister  (Mr.  Phelps),  General  Boulanger,  Mr.  Parnell, 
Lord  Magheramorne,  and  Herbert. 

The  Grand  Old  Immaculate  says  (aside  to  Herbert),  “We 
must  1  put  up  ’  these  people  for  the  night  and  they  must  ‘  put  up  ’ 
with  us  ;  we  shall  have  to  entertain  them  now.  I  asked  Randolph 
and  Parnell  to  stay.  I  want  to  keep  in  with  them  and  (for  to¬ 
night)  they  will  have  to  ‘  keep  in  ’  with  us.  Phelps  and  Boulanger 
also  stay.  There  was  no  time  for  them  to  get  home  to-night, 
and  as  for  poor  Lord  Magheramorne,  he  missed  his  train.  He 
is  so  much  cut  up  over  the  defeat  of  the  M.  B.  W.  Candidates 
at  the  County  of  London  Election  that  he  can  think  of  nothing 
else.” 

Then,  turning  to  his  remaining  guests,  the  G.  O.  Irrationalist 
said,  “Well,  I  think  the  affair  has  4 gone  off’  splendidly,  and  I 
am  sure  the  recipients  were  delighted  with  those  presents,  which 
must  have  gained  me  ten  votes  at  the  least  from  the  Unionists. 
Now  that  they  have  ‘gone  off’  too  and  we  are  on  the  quiet 
I  cannot  refrain  from  jumping  with  joy  at  the  thought  of  the 
impending  defeat  of  the  Unionists,  and  more  particularly  of  the 
leaders  of  the  Dissentient  Liberals.  I  have  just  composed  a  song, 
a  sort  of  funeral  hymn,  over  the  Liberal  Unionist  leaders. 
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(Here  the  G.  O.  Undertaker  waxed  excited  and  did  one  of 
his  patent  “  double  shuffles  ”  and  “  breakdowns,”  taking  off  his 
collar  and  waving  it  wildly  round  his  head.  After  he  had 
simmered  down  he  gave  this — 

Song. 

Air — “  His  Funeral’s  To-morrow.” 

(For  Lord  Hartington). 

Hartington  at  Rossendale, 

Must  be  in  a  stew ; 

Ne’er  again  he’ll  be  returned, 

Wont  it  be  a  “  do  ?” 

When  the  next  election  comes 
(This  will  make  him  sick), 

Having  joined  the  Tory  crew, 

Out  he’ll  get  the  kick. 

Chorus — 

And  his  funeral’s  to-morrow, 

/  don’t  feel  any  sorrow  ; 

For  “Cavendish”  I’ve  “cut,” 

So  out  his  pipe  I’ll  put, 

And  we’re  going  to  “plant”*  him  to-morrow. 

(For  Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain), 

Joseph  C.  I  cannot  bear, 

He’s  his  own  opinions, 

Just  says  what  he  likes  and  thinks 
’Bout  my  toadying  minions. 

So  with  him  I  quarrelled  soon, 

In  a  rage  I  flew,  sirs, 

In  his  coffin  now  I  will 
Put  a  little  “screw,”  sirs. 


*  Not  tobacco  plant,  but  a  “plant”  which  the  G.  O.  M.  had  arranged 
with  the  Rossendale  Separatists  for  Lord  Hartington. 
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Spoken — 

His  defection  was  a  great  loss  to  me.  I  had  intended  my 
political  mantle  to  fall  on  him.  It  would  have  made  such  a 
splendid  “  Joseph’s  coat,”  but,  not  now  !  Not  for  Joe. 

Chorus — 

His  funeral’s  to-morrow — 

A  coronet  he’ll  borrow — 

Society,  I  think,  his  ship  is  bound  to  sink, 

And  down  below  they’ll  want  him  to-morrow. 


(. For  Mr.  Goschen.) 

Some  folks  tell  me  Goschen  now 

Puts  me  in  the  shade 

With  that  Grand  Conversion  Scheme ; 

But  I’m  not  afraid — 

Egypt’s  G.  J.  Goschen’s  Land 
(There’s  the  land  of  Goshen*). 

There  poor  Gordon  met  his  fate — 

And  I’ve  got  this  notion  : 

Spoken — 

When  I  am  in  office  once  more,  I’ll  send  Goschen  out  again 
on  some  mission  or  other,  and  then  you’ll  find  that — 

Chorus —  •>» 

His  funeral’s  to-morrow ; 

I  shall  not  exhibit  sorrow. 

He  soon  enough  should  halt — so  it  will  not  be  my  fault 
When  the  Arabs  make  him  budge{i)t  to-morrow. 


An  appropriate  joke  for  one  of  Joseph’s  (Chamberlain’s)  brethren. 
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{For  Sir  H.  James.) 

Henry  James  I  do  not  love, 
He’s  too  honest  far. 

How  on  earth  has  such  a  man 
Got  on  at  the  bar? 

An  honest  lawyer  never  lived — 
Really,  James  is  near  it ! 

When  my  boat  is  on  the  Styx, 
Henry  James  shall  steer  it. 


Spoken — 

It  would  be  as  well  to  have  a  friend  in  court  then.  Styx  is  a 
suggestive  name — they  start  fires  with  ’em,  don’t  you  know  ? 
Fancy!  I  offered  Henry  James  either  the  Lord  Chancellorship 
or  the  Home  Secretaryship.  He  only  had  to  pick  and  choose — 
but  no,  he  had  too  many  scruples.  Well,  of  course,  a  man  of 
that  stamp  couldn’t  possibly  succeed  in  the  political  arena. 
And  the  man  is  a  barrister,  too — it’s  the  Greatest  Marvel  of  the 
century.  The  idea  that  an  honest  lawyer  is  a  “  non  est  ”  lawyer 
will  become  obsolete  if  James  lives  much  longer.  But  he  can’t 
— he’s  at  his  last  gasp — this  “  Times  ”  business  will  finish  him, 
and  then  I  shall  be  able  to  say  of  him ,  too,  that— 

♦ 

Chorus — 

His  funeral’s  to-morrow, 

*•  For  him  I  have  no  sorrow  ; 

From  his  seat  he’ll  get  the  sack  ; 

They’ll  never  send  him  back, 

And  Bury 0  will  bury  him  to-morrow. 


*  Note. — Not  the  hangman  Berry,  but  the  Lancashire  Bury.  This  is  not 
a  case  of  wilful  murder,  but  felo  de  se ,  and,  as  soon  as  James  is  a  fellow 
decea{ sed),  Bury  will  enjoy  his  funeral  to-morrow. 
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Having  concluded,  the  Grand  Old  Distinction  Drawer  asked 
the  guests  to  wind  up  the  evening  by  each  singing  a  song,  and 
(out  of  politeness)  they  professed  to  be  so  much  delighted  with 
his  last  tune  that  they  preferred  to  sing  an  extempore  verse 
each  to  the  same  air.  And  they  did  so,  as  follows  : — 

Mr.  Phelps. 

Phelps  is  off  to  Washington 
(Where  they  wash  dirty  diplomatic  linen), 

Sad  he  is  to  leave  you  ; 

You  regret  his  going,  too, 

If  I’m  to  believe  you. 

It  would  be  too  harassing,0 
If  he  stayed  much  longer, 

And  become  embarrassing, 

Now  that  Blaine’s  the  stronger. 

Spoken — 

I’m  very  sorry  President  Cleveland  made  such  an  awful 
mistake  re  the  Sackville  incident.  It  shows  that  he  is  not  quite 
the  man  I  took  him  for,  nor  sufficiently  strong  and  conscientious 
to  do  the  right  thing  to  uphold  the  true  interests  of  our  country 
when  the  interests  of  himself  and  his  party  are  in  question. 
You  have  set  us  a  capital  example  of  true  international  courtesy 
and  good  manners,  and  Mrs.  Phelps  is  going  to  put  the  splendid 
diamond  pendant  (if  it  is  not  stolen)  you  gave  her  in  the  White 
House  at  Washington  in  order  to  remind  Mr.  Cleveland  that — 

Chorus — 

His  funeral’s  to-morrow, 

He  dont  deserve  much  sorrow ; 

When  Democrats  play  low,  it’s  time  for  them  to  go, 

So  he’ll  make  way  for  Republicans  to-morrow. 


Could  you,  please,  pronounce  Harrison  ?  Just  this  once — never,  no  more. 
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“Now  Randolph,”  said  the  G.O.M. 

“  You  don’t  imagine  a  lively  fellow  like  I  am  can  sing  to  a 
tune  of  that  sort  do  you  ”  said  Randy.  “  Here’s  another 
'*  Ballyhooly  *  verse  instead.” 


Lord  R.  Churchill’s  “  Ballyhooly  ”  Additional  Verse. 

There’s  a  moral  to  my  song,  “  Refrain  from  language  strong, 
And  hasty  acts  of  every  description,” 

Or  else  you’ll  come  to  grief  and  then  for  your  relief 
I’ll  give  ye  my  new  patented  prescription. 

With  Russia  you  make  friends, 

The  Czar  a  present  sends  ; 

Whilst  North’s  the  wind  your  bark  will  flourish  gaily  ; 

Sweet  Nitrates  are  the  go — and  while  you’re  in  that  show, 
Vou’ll  Nil  desp’JZandyum  shout,  not  “Willow  Wailey.” 

“  Very  good,  but  I  think  you  should  have  kept  to  the  other 
tune,”  said  the  G.  O.  M. 

“Very  well,”  said  Randy  (getting  irritated),  “  here’s  a  chorus 
for  you  then — but  you’ll  be  sorry  you  spoke.  You  are  politically 
played  out.” 


Chorus, — 

Your  funeral’s  to-morrow — 

And,  to  my  party’s  horror, 

I’ll  be  first  in  the  race  with  those  who  want  your  place, 

So  I  am  going  to  turn  you  in  to-morrow. 

Enter  Jeames,  with  a  foolscap  envelope,  which  looks  pretty 
well  filled.  The  G.O.M.  takes  it. 

“  Well — what  impudence  !  ”  said  the  G.O.E.,  by  T.  &  N.R. 

“  What’s  up  ?  ”  said  Randy.  “  Impudence  is  in  my  line.” 


6o 


Glad-par-stonell-iana. 


“This  beats  even  you”  said  the  G.O  M.  “It  is  an  ‘Explana¬ 
tion  by  the  Author  of  Gladparstonelliana,’  and  is  signed  ‘  The 
Wandering  Tyke.’  It  is  addressed  to  Messrs.  Gladstone, 
Parnell  and  Co.” 

“  I  suppose  we  are  the  ‘  Co.,’  ”  said  Randy.  “Your  company 
here  to-night  is  strictly  limited — there  are  just  seven  of  us.” 

“Then,”  said  the  G.O.M.,  “There  can  be  no  risk  about  my 
reading  the  4  Explanation. 5 

•  “  None,”  said  Mr.  Phelps  (the  only  lawyer  present). 

“  I’ll  do  it  then,”  said  the  G.O.  Weathercock.  “  No  l 
Herbert  shall  read  it  and  then  we’ll  go  to  bed  without  more  ado.” 

Herbert  dutifully  obeyed  his  Pa,  as  per  usual,  and  the  party 
then  wished  each  other  good  night  and  went  to  bed. 


Finis. 
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